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EDITOR'S PREFACE

The public in general is coming to ask more and

more every day, "Have you anyone in your school who
can write something worth reading! Has your school

any life in it?" In answer to the above, and many
similar questions, we, the students of the Dover

High School, present to the public this, our first volume

of The Crescent.

We have worked long and hard on our Crescent

that it may truly represent our High School. But our

love for D. H. S. is so great, our ideals so high, that,

as we ponder over the pages of our book, we realize

very keenly that we have not given a true representa-

tion of our High School days. But still, if in the years

to come, we may again look through its pages and

recall these happy associations and experiences which

are now so dear to us, we shall feel that our work has

not been in vain. THE EDITORS.





D. AV. RICHARDSON

DEDICATORY

That community which has within its borders a man

who is not only a leading captain of industry, but who

is also deeply interested in everything that pertains

to the uplift of that community, is indeed a fortunat.?.

one. It is with grateful acknowledgment and sincere

appreciation of his prudent counsel, unswerving loy-

alty, and abiding interest in all that tends if'

growth and development of our High Schc ^nat we

respectfully dedicate this, the first volume of our

CRESCENT, to

DANIEL WHITE RICHARDSON.

7





EDITORIAL STAFF

Editor-in-Chief Mary Edna Wilson

Business Manager Wilbur Dudley

Ass't Business Manager Paul Arnold

Literary Editors Julia West and Eddie Avery

Athletic Editor * Hugh Trader

Social Editor Etta West

Comic Editor Hazel West

Community Editor Mildred Carpentier









OUR TEACHERS

Mr. Gaston, our principal, graduated from Trinity

College with the class of 1911. After a year's teaching

experience in Halifax county, he came to us in 1912.

Our school has never had a more efficient or more
earnest worker than Mr. Gaston. As a strict but im-

partial disciplinarian, and as an enthusiastic teacher,

he has endeared himself to all his students and to all

the people of the community. He has contributed much
to make D. H. S. what it is to-day.

Mr. McKnight is a graduate of the University of

North Carolina with the class of 1914. Though he'

came to us without having had the experience as a

teacher, it did not take us long to see that we were

fortunate in having him with us. By vigorously align-

ing himself with every phase of school activities, he

has been a distinct factor in improving our school life

in every way. To him is due the credit for inaugurat-

ing the movement which led to the publication of this

annual.

Miss Sparrow is a graduate of Peace Institute at

Ealeigh, and had two years' teaching experience before

coming to us. Despite the fact that ill health prevented

her from being with us after the holidays, she easily

won a large place in the hearts of her students by her

attractive personality and unselfish devotion to her

work. We feel that she is our true friend.

Miss White is a graduate of the East Carolina

Teachers' Training School at Greenville. Coming to

us with one year's teaching experience in Hyde county,

we have found her to be a most pleasant and congenial

associate, winsome in her ways, attractive in her man-
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ners, and ever ready to' do her best. We have all

learned to love her.

Miss Morton comes to us as a graduate of St. Paul's

School, with normal training- from several of the best

colleges in the state, and with four years of teaching

experience. No school or community ever had a more
faithful worker than Miss Morton. By identifying

herself with every interest of the school and com-

munity, she has won a place in the hearts of all who
know her that will be hers for years to come.
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HISTORY OF THE DOVER HIGH SCHOOL.

As late as the year 1893, there was not a single

school building in the little town of Dover. On this

account, a little school was held in the Presbyterian

Church—now the negro Masonic Hall, situated on

the extreme southern end of Main street—by Miss

Minnie Walkup, of Texas. The little school under

Miss "Walkup 's supervision proved to be quite a suc-

cess, and the citizens began to see the need of a school

building. In 1895, therefore, a large room was built

on 'Main Street, in front of the Methodist Church, to

serve as a school room. The rapid growth of the

school necessitated two teachers, and an additional

room was supplied by constructing a partition across

•the center of the old building. One of these was used

by Miss Estelle Hardy of La Grange, N. C, now known
as Mrs. J. H. West,, drover, for the primary grades.

The other room waSMRupied by Mr. Simpkins, now
at G-oldsboro, who taught the higher grades. The
school was conducted in this building for two years,

and at that time another room was added on the left.

As a successor to Mr. Simpkins, Mr. McCanless, of

High Point, had charge of the school for five months,

with Miss Lena Taylor as assistant.

In these early days the school spirit in Dover was
not very highly developed, but Mr. Simpkins, Miss

Hardy, Mr. and Mrs. Hargrave, who had succeeded

Mr. McCanless and Miss Taylor, by their untiring

efforts did much to awaken the people of the com-
munity to a realization of their greatest need—a real,

live school.

The following session Miss Dora Hornaday, of

Beaufort, became principal, with Miss Lilian Fordham,
of New Bern, as assistant. These ladies contributed

much to the further development of the school.

Miss Hornaday was followed by Mr. E. H. Moser
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—now at Zebulan, N. C, and the principal of the

Wakelon High School—with Miss Lillian Fordhain as

assistant. The teachers taught for two successive ses-

sions. Mr. Moser, being desirous to complete his colle-

giate education, refused to return the following year,

and he was succeeded by Miss Freeman of Jacksonville,

1ST. C. In the meantime, another room had been added

on the right. Now, for the first time in the history

of the school, two assistants, Miss Henrietta Dixon, of

Dover, but at present known as Airs. L. T. Kornegay

of Hertford, N. C, and Miss Allen, were secured.

The next year, Mr. Moser, with the unanimous

approval of the communitiy, was again secured as

principal, with Miss Lela Marion and Miss Kiger as

assistants. The school made remarkable progress

under Mr. Moser 's supervision for the two succeeding

terms. Misses Wall and Bell assisted him during the

second term.

Under the provisions of an act passed by the Legis-

lature of North Carolina in 1907, the people were per-

mitted to vote a local tax for the establishment of a

State High School. An effort was now started to

secure a High School for this community. After a

thorough canvass had been made, an election was held

that resulted in favor of the school—not a single vote

being cast against the bill. This was the first local

tax unanimously carried in the State of North Carolina,

and it is a distinction of which Dover is justly proud.

Great credit falls to Mr. Moser for the above result.

Prior to this time the school had a term of four to

six months; the length of the school year was now
increased to eight and nine months.

For quite a while the old school building on Main
Street had been inadequate to accommodate the

growth of the school; and shortly after the above
election, plans were made to construct our present

handsome brick building. During the summer months
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of nineteen hundred and nine, the school plans were

put into execution. The building was completed in

the following September. An interesting dedicatory

program was held at the beginning of the fall term, at

Which Dr. J. Y. Joyner delivered the address.

Mr. Moser, being determined to finish his education,

refused to accept the position as principal the nexi

session, and Mr. Z. A. Rochelle, of Durham, was se-

cured as the first principal of the High School. Mrs.

Rochelle, Miss Alma Kornegay and Miss Henrietta

Dixon were the assistants for this session. This was
the first time in the history of the school that three

assistants were secured. The school continued only

seven months.

For the fifth and last time Mr. Moser served as

principal of the school during the next session. Mr.

Wade Kornegay, Miss Myrtle Folger and Miss Ethel

Upchurch served as assistants. At this point the

school was moved into Grade "A" of the State High
Schools. The Dover High School was gradually being

recognized all over the State as one of the leading

High Schools.

The services of Mr. J. A. Everett of Palmyra, N. C,
with Miss Myra Outlaw, Mrs. L. T. Kornegay, formerly

Miss Dixon, and Miss Florence Ledbetter as assistants,

were secured. Mr. Everett was with us only one year.

Mr. W. G. Gaston of Lowell, N. C, the present prin-

cipal, who is now serving his third consecutive term,

succeeded Mr. Everett. Misses Jessie Richardson,
Winnie Merritt and Mrs. L. T. Kornegay, all of Dover,
were his assistants during the first term. Misses Mary
Summerell, Emily Spencer, and Annie West were his

assistants the second term.

During the present year, Mr. Gaston has been as-

sisted by Miss Elizabeth Sparrow, of Gastonia, Miss
Lena White, of Bellhaven, and Miss Reba Morton, of

Beaufort. On account of ill health, Miss Sparrow was
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forced to give up her work at the close of the fall term
and Mr. R. B. McKnight, of Charlotte, is now assistingm the High School Department in a very efficient
manner.

Under the wise leadership of Mr. Gaston, the growth
of the school in many ways has been marked. Pleasant
relations in athletics and other forms of school activi-
ties have been established with the leading schools in
this section of the State. The school work has been
thoroughly organized and systematized, and these
things have developed a congenial and working spiritm the Dover High School that is distinctively Dover's
and we believe that it is a spirit that is found in few
schools in North Carolina.

MARY EDNA WILSON, '16.
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AN EXTRAORDINARY CASE

It was a hot, sultry morning in July. Missus had
just left the large Southern plantation for a day in the

nearby city, where her feeble old mother lived. Mrs.

Biard had left affairs in charge of her oldest daugh-

ter, Julia Biard, who was determined that nothing

should go wrong during her mother's absence. Her
small brothers and sisters were soon busily engaged

in their play, and Julia, anxious to see how Aunt
Cindy's little boy was improving from his recent fall

from an apple tree, decided to take this opportunity

to go. Instantly she prepared him a dish filled with

dainties and began her stroll to the slave cabins.

"How wonderfully blessed I am!''' she thought as

she was walking across the lawn. There was her un-

fortunate grandmother who had to be rolled about

from day to day in her chair on account of rheumatism.

Then there was Aunt Cindy's little boy, suffering from
a broken arm—and oh, how grateful she was that she

was a strong, robust girl! As she was engaged in

these thoughts, quite suddenly she ran upon poor old

Martha Ann, who was lying prefectly still right at

her feet. For the first few minutes she was absolutely

at a loss as to what to do, but as she stood there gazing

at this seemingly lifeless creature, she soon came to

her senses. In a very few minutes she had young
Marser with her.

Young Marser was just home for his vacation. For
six years his life had been absorbed in a study of the

medical sciences. Now he had his diploma, and in the

fall he was to begin his practice in a little town near
his home.

Soon young Dr. Biard and Julia had the poor crea-

ture at her house, and after applying all kinds of

cloths and forcing her to take not less than four

different kinds of medicine, they had her breathing





easily again, though she still rested in a stupor. Think-
ing that she would be all right in the hands of her
worthless husband (though they had plenty of reason
to doubt him in view of his previous attitude) they
left her long enough to eat dinner. While walking
to the house, Julia remarked to her brother, "I feel

sure that old Sam will do what he can for his wife

while we are gone, because I really believe that he is

very much concerned about her welfare for the first

time. You know he has always left Martha Ann to

do everything for those children, while he has been
lying around doing nothing."

Before many minutes had passed, they were watch-
ing over her again. "Will my mother never come?"
Julia said to her brother many times during that long
afternoon, while the youthful doctor tried to assume
the air of an older person. They watched over her
until late in the afternoon, when Mrs. Biard returned.
Julia, almost ready to cry, met her mother at the gate.
After first inquiring about her grandmother and find-

ing that she was better, she told her mother about the
condition of Martha Ann. Upon hearing this, Mrs.
Biard decided to' have an early supper so that she
might go down with her two oldest children to see
about the sick one.

Soon all members of the family were seated at the
supper table. During the supper hour Julia and the
Doctor were engaged in telling about the strange con-
dition of their patient. Julia declared to her mother
that she thought the poor old creature would die.

"And Mother," she said, "It is so strange that all of
her children, even to the very smallest one, seem to

realize her dangerous condition. Our doctor, who has
been most faithful in this case, says that he thinks it

impossible for her to live unless her condition changes
before morning."

"What's the cause of her illness?" asked Mrs.
Biard.

"It's got me guessing," replied Dr. Biard. "In
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all of my study, I never heard of a disease even resem-
bling this one. I reckon you think if my future success
should be like this, it would have been better, had I

never seen a medical book."
" Well, at any rate, it is sad," said his mother. "Her

children are just beginning to be able to do something
for themselves, and now she must die. Oh, I'm so
sorry for the poor little things!"

After meal hour was over, Missus, with her children,
went down to see Martha Ann. She found her condi-
tion really more serious than she had expected, but
soon, they had her resting very well, and after giving
the last dose of medicine, they returned to the farm-
house.

Julia went to bed that night with one end in view
—to rise early the next morning and go down to see
Martha Ann. As she had desired, she was up early
the next day and found the sick one so very much
improved that she was actually walking around.

jPsjSHPrf^' " '' * * # * # * *

Five months had passed, and it was only three days
before Christmas. Dr. Biard had returned home for
his visit during the holidays, and the entire house was
merry.

Mrs. Biard announced to Hannah that it was time
for the Christmas turkey to be killed. While Hannah
was dressing the turkey, she called to Mrs. Biard, say-
ing, "Lawsy, Missus, jis look here an' see what I'se

foun' on dis here tu'key." And there, to Mrs. Biard 's

amazement, she saw a large tack, grown rusty by ex-

posure, sticking in the breast of the turkey. "Poor
old thing," exclaimed Mrs. Biard," I must go and
tell Dr. Biard what poor old Martha Ann's ailment
was."

HAZEL DUGUID WEST, '16.

23





CLASS OF 1916

Colors: Navy Blue and White Flower: Sweet Pea

Motto: It's the Little Things that Count

OFFICERS

President , ^ Wilbur Dudley
Vice-President ------ Etta West/
Secretary __" Hazel We/t
Treasurer.- h. , Mary Edna'^Wifson

CLASS ROLL ']/ ,-

Paul Arnold Hugh Trader ,

Eddie Avery Neva Waters-
Wilbur Dudley . Etta West

'

Gladys Henderson Hazel West^
Alice Merritt Julia West-*

Virginia Pa'drick^ Mary Edna Wilson^
(11th Grade Special)
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CAESAR AND NAPOLEON

Situated among the pines of Eastern North Carolina

is the little village of Tarrville; and speaking of

desolation and solitude, well—Sleepy Hollow must

take a back seat. Please, I beg you, do not try to find

it on the map,—anyhow, this isolated haven of rest is

•the birthplace of Caesar and Napoleon James.

Old Josiah James, the father of the two boys, had

served hash to the soldiers in the Civil War, and con-

sequently his brain had become saturated with martial

ideas. Having heard that Caesar and Napoleon were

military leaders of great fame, his decision was in-

stantaneous. Caesar and Napoleon James, his sons

came to be.

Now t wonder how many Saturday Evening Posts

you have in front of you, vainly seeking their record

in the "Who's Who" column. Ah, gentle reader! I

advise you to look up the jail record instead.

When Caesar and Napoleon were seven and five

years old respectively, their father passed into "De
Land ob Glory. " Aunt Cinthy, their mother, tired

of the ways of life, soon joined her husband. So it

was that Caesar and Napoleon were left alone to do

honor to their great namesakes.

Heretofore the boys had never seen the inside of a

schoolroom, because Josiah did not believe in educa-

tion. Possibly it was best that their father had died;

I shall leave that for you to decide. Anyhow, Deacon

Hawkins agreed to send them to school in the winter,

provided they would work for him in the siunmer.

Now Caesar and Napoleon were bitterly opposed to





child labor, and reluctantly they accepted the invi-

tation.

School opened on the first Monday in October. The
committee had sagaciously decided that the future

leaders of Afro-America should be taught that year
by Miss Roberta Edwards—a dusky maiden of one

hundred and eighty pounds, or thereabouts, and a very

supple one, as the boys found out by placing pins in

the bottom of her chair. And, it may also be said con-

cerning Roberta, she was not slow in wielding young
oaks on the culprits of the Tarrville District School.

One morning early before school, the boys put some
tallow on the steps of the one-room schoolhouse. When
the teacher came, with her head held high, no doubt
thinking of some puzzling question in mathematics
with which to humble the young hopefuls, without cere-

mony, she placed ninety pounds of her avoirdupois

on the first step, " under which young Caesar and Na-
poleon lay, joyfully anticipating the fun. But when
she raised the other foot, the first one refused to stand

on the tallow. Instantly her nose Changed place with
her feet. To say the least, Roberta was greatly in-

censed, for her nose formed no small part of her

physiognomy.

When the young generals came into the schoolroom,

it was evident that unless they exerted every faculty

of their minds, the well-laid plans for their greatness

would amount to naught. But, alas! Oaesar was
destined never to cross the Rubicon, and Napoleon

met his Waterloo. Their greasy hand's and dirty knees

instantly caused an idea to flit through the brain of
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Miss Roberta, and that idea soon materialized itself
in the form of several young oaks.

This ending of the escapade convinced the boys that
education was a costly and troublesome proposition.
So m spite of the Deacon's entreaties, they quit school
"the next day—never to return.

,

* *
. * * * *

• The years have passed.

Napoleon indeed met his Waterloo. His craving for
chicken reached such an alarming extent that he grew
careless.

As for Oaesar, he was unlucky enough to throw a
"seven" at the first toss—Rastus Johnsing's razor
played the part of Brutus 's dagger.

H. A. TRADER, '16.
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CLASS OF 1917

Colors: Bed and Black Flower: White Rose

Motto: Esse quam Videri

OFFICERS

President ' Mildred Carpentier

Vice-President Gladys Hodges

Secretary and Treasurer Evelyn Wilson

CLASS ROLL

Mildred Carpentier William Powell
Daniel Donnerson George Richardson

Gladys Hodges Duguid Richardson
Nellie Massengill Lewis Waters

Evelyn Wilson
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"SEEIN' LIFE"

I will tell you how it was that time Ma was away
for two whole long weeks—the last one of them seemed
like a geologic age—and me and Pa kept bachelor's
honse.

The modern boy says, "Mothern,'^very neatly. He
lives on the twelfth floor of an apartment house, ele-

vator service, electric lights, telephone, steamheat, hot
water all hours of the day and night, gas range, refrig-

erator, and a really good delicatessen shop around the
corner. There are three maids and genuine West
Indian hallboys. So when your Ma gets a telegram,
"Aunt Agnes not expected to live. Come at once,

George, '

' all there is to do is to find out when the next
"good" train leaves, wire Uncle George to meet her,

and let father know. And that's all. The maid will be
packing her suitcase. Oh, don't forget, kiss the boy
goodbye! Things will go on the same. The boy will

miss her—some!

But the home life of a boy that says,
'

' Ma, '

' or worse
yet, "Maw-aw," is not so simplified. When Ma goes
away, things begin to happen and they keep on hap-
pening. In either case, the boy is agreeably excited,
because Grandma's dying and Ma is leaving. It isn't

that he dislikes either of them; in fact, he likes both
of them better than most people. It's because this
will be a time to see Life. When you are only eleven
years old, you are strictly out of things, because you
are tied to Ma's apron strings. So when a telegram
summons Ma to Grandma's dying bedside, any boy's
eyes should sparkle. This is a time to see Life.

But if everything is to be turned upside down, there
must be no elder sister to take charge. Elder sisters
are doubtless well enough in their weak, feeble way,
but at best they're far too bossy, always criticizing,'

always saying, "Ma, make Jimmie quit acting so
silly!" But now it's just you and Pa to run the house.
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Pa '11 do the cooking—he's a dandy cook—and you'll

wash the dishes. You help your Ma with her work
sometimes, only—don't tell the fellows, will you!

Since Ma has no maid to pack her suitcase for her,

you have to stay home from school—don't you hate
to miss school?—and help her. It's so full, when she
gets through packing that you have to bounce on it

with your whole body to get it close enough together
for Ma to lock it.

Now, Ma's got to tell you what to do and what not
to do. So here she goes: "You be sure to water the

plants. "When you go to school, leave the key at Mrs.
"Warren's. Don't carry it around in your pocket, be-

cause you play so rough you'll be sure to lose it. And
wipe your feet every time you come in the house.

Change your handkerchief every day." And so on.

She's always telling you what to do.

Finally, the hack arrives, and it's "Be a good boy,
"Jimmy." Gee, you're free, free, free! She's gone at

last! You can do what you dog-gone please.

But now as you have your freedom, what are you
going to do with it? Hadn't thought of that had you?
All the boys are in school. Might as well go in the

house. To pass away the time, you sweep the floor, • I
and then, it's to sit and watch the clock.

"Ma, kin I gwout to the gate?" No need to ask
that now. You're free! Ages crawl by. School's out
at last, and here come the fellows. Gee whiz! What
on earth do they mean by giving you that look? Oh,
it's nothing but green-eyed jealousy. They have no
Grandma's dying. Here they are at the gate, so you
join them and go down the road whistling, "Home,
Sweet Home." Golly, don't you feel big?

Now, we are at Johnny Jones 's house. He wants to

go with us down to old man Brown's orchard to steal
some apples. So I says to Mrs. Jones very nicely,

"Mrs. Jones, may Johnny go with us up to the school
house to help sweep the yard ? '

'

Mrs. Jones says, "Yes, of course. I want him to help
you."

We go. to each one's Ma with the same request, until

we have our crew rounded up.

Then we start—not t<5 the school building, but in the
opposite direction—to the orchard.

When we get to the orchard, whom do we see but
old Mr, Smartie Brown sitting on the gate? Sakes
alive, are we going to be fooled this way? I should
say not. We go around to the other side of the orchard
and climb over a barbed-wire fence. Then we creep
to the best apple tree and all get up in it.

About this time old Smartie is gazing up at us—just
like an old dunce. Then he begins to call Wolf, his
old yaller dog. But while he is calling him, we slide
down on the opposite side, and run as fast as our legs
will carry us and leave the old man yelling for Wolf.
That old dog was certainly a decent sort of a dog not
to come when his master called him.

We straightway leave the orchard for good, but I
don't get home until night, oh glory! and then Pa's
done all my work.

That night Pa says, "How'd you like buckwheat
cakes and fried sausages for breakfast?" Getting my
consent, he mixes the batter and sets it by the sitting-
room fire to rise. He gets a pitcher of cider from the
cellar and some hickory nuts and some walnuts, and
you fetch him a flat-iron and the hammer. He puts
the flat-iron between his knees—it makes him pigeon-
toed—and

t
cracks the nuts. Miss Ma? I should say

not. When you undress for bed, you pick up most of
the shells that fell on the.floor with the bottom of your
feet. Ouch! Golly!

The buckwheat cakes and fried sausages are every
bit as good as Ma makes. Pa is some cook. Only
tiring of it is, Pa forgr^ to put a large plate over the
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pan of batter and it
'

' ritf ' a little too much during the

night.

Believe me, you surely do have a tough time making
up the beds. Ma could flirt the covers when she put

them on, and they'd fall right into place, but the

blooming things won't do it for you. You have to

get up on the bed to poke down the covers on the far

side; it's a good deal of a job anyway you take it.

If you don't hurry, you won't get to school on time.

Anyway you have no one to pick on you always. '

' Did
you brush your teeth? Look at your shoes, gray as

a cat's back. My land, boy, your neck looks like there

is a storm coming up." But now you're free!

The good things Ma cooked are all gone, and the

house looks like a regular den. Hence you begin to

wish that Ma would come home. You get to thinking,

" Ain't Ma ever coming home no more!"
You happen to be sitting by a window, all down in

the mouth, when all at once you see your M'a coming.
G-ee, you're some happy, boy. Ma's got back!

MILDRED CARPENTIER, '17.

GLASS OF 1918

Colors: Sky Blue and Gold Flower: Violet

Motto
: Every Man in His Place

OFFICERS
President-.....-: George West
Vice-President Blanche Kilpatrick
Secretary and Treasurer Viola Wilson

CLASS ROLL
Fleeta Marshburn Annie Whitehead
Blanche Kilpatrick Kathleen Rhem
Thelma Hawkins Julia Smith
Marion Hodges Estelle Taylor

Lucile Howard George West
Estelle Padrick Viola Wilson
Ruby Evans





CLASS OF 1918

Colors: Sky Blue and Gold Flower: Violet

Motto: Every Man in His Place

OFFICEBS

President George West
Vice-President Blanche Kilpat&ek

Secretary and Treasurer Viola Wilson

CLASS ROLL

Fleeta Marshburn Annie Whitehead
Blanche Kilpatrick " Kathleen Rhem
Thelma Hawkins Julia Smith
Marion Hodges Estelle Taylor

Lucile Howard George West
Estelle Padrick Viola Wilson
Ruby Evans
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STATE OF NORTH CAROLINA,

COUNTY OF CRAVEN,

TOWN OF DOVER.

V. D. WILSON,
Attorney-At-Law.

We, the Freshman Class of '18, realizing that our

existence as such is very limited, and that we must
soon leave our dearly beloved room of the West and
make our journey to the room of the East, in sadness

and sorrow, we have met to make and publish this our

last will and testament, hereby repealing and making
void all wills or testaments by us, at any time,

heretofore made.

Article I. Blanche Kilpatrick, Kathleen Rhem,
Estelle Padrick and Viola Wilson hereby will and
bequeath to Samuel Smith, Etta Marshburn, Lewis
Whitehead and Juian Ross, the four corner seats,

that were so kindly awarded them by Mr. McKnight
for being the "best behaved students" (emphasis on

the "students") of the room.

Art. II. Ruby Evans hereby wills and bequeaths
to Ruby West her chewing gum, at whose departure

the said gum shall go to Blackburn Garner.

Art. III. George West, our most beloved president,

and the only one who keeps our class from being a

feminine class, hereby wills and bequeaths that ever-

lasting smile to Lemuel Meritt.

Art. IV. Estelle Padrick hereby wills and be-

queaths to Ruth Wilson the honor ,of being the star

on the girl's basketball team.

Art. V. Tfre'lma Hawkins hereby wills and be-

queaths to' Lucy Mae Evans her knowledge of mathe-
matics.

Art. VI. Blanche Kilpatrick hereby wills and

bequeaths to Mabel Massengill her irresistible coquet-
tish smile.

Art. VII. Julia Smith hereby wills and bequeaths
her seriousness to Lewis Whitehead.

Art. VIII. Annie Whitehead hereby wills and
bequeaths to Ethel Barrow her influence over friends.

Art. IX. Julia Smith hereby wills and bequeaths
to Ray Hampton West her sadly needed industrious-
ness.

Art. X. Having nothing further to dispose of, we
hereby will and bequeath the following personalities:
Marion Hodges, her silence and sweetness to Lidie
Avery; Kathleen Rhem, her beauty to Mr. McKnight;
George West, his grammar knowledge to any one who
can find it; Estelle Taylor, her laugh to Samuel Smith:
Thelma Hawkins, her skepticism to Julian Ross; Annie
Whitehead, her neatness to Ruth Wilson.

Art. XI. And finally, we, the present Freshman
Class, do hereby will and bequeath to the uprising-
Freshman body the honor of having such earnest and
devoted teachers as Miss Sparrow and Mr. McKnight.

In Witness Whereof, We, the Freshman Class of '18,

do hereunto set our hand and seal, this the 1st day
of May, 1915.

THE FRESHMAN CLASS OF D. H. S.

(Seal)
, Witnesses: Miss Reba Morton,

Miss Lena White.
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HIGH SCHOOL STATISTICS.

(As the students see each other.)

Prettiest—Neva AVaters

Most Popular—Etta West
Best All-Round Boy—Wilbur Dudley

Best Ail-Round Girl—Virginia Padrick

Most Influential—Mary Edna Wilson
Most Attractive—Etta West

Biggest Flirt—Etta West
Most Original—Julia West
Most Graceful—Etta West

Most Dignified—Gladys Henderson
Prettiest Eyes—Blanche Kilpatrick

Prettiest Hair—Hazel West
Most Bashful—Julia West
Most Talkative—Mildred Carpentier

Most Studious—Eddie Avery
Cutest—Evelyn Wilson

Quietest—Marion Hodges

Laziest—Duguid Richardson
Best Athlete, Boy—Willie Powell

Best Athlete, Girl—Estelle Padrick
Most Conceite'd Boy—George Richardson
Most Conceited Girl—Mildred Carpentier

Most Inquisitive—Julia Smith
Most Sarcastic—Mary Edna Wilson
and Mildred Carpentier (tied)

Neatest—Ruby Evans
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HIS LOSS AND GAIN.

" Shall I ever be strong in body or mind again?"
said Robert Errington with irritation, as he entered
a crowded street car on Broadway.
The person thus speaking so despairingly of himself

was a man not far from twenty-five years of age, but
the lines of care were furrowed so deeply on his hand-
some face that beautiful November morning that he
seemed, much older.

When the street car at last reached his office, he
dragged- himself into the building, wearily sat down,
and began his work. Instead of the intent and inter-

ested look which a young and healthy man would nat-

urally have, he nervously showed a dogged resolution
to stick to his work in spite of his troubles.

As he sat bending over his desk, his partner came in

and was very much struck by the appearance of gloom
on Robert. His business associate was well nigh
haunted by the impression that he received; and after
looking over* his morning correspondence briefly, he
came back into Robert's office and laid a tender hand
on his back, saying kindly, ''Come, old boy, you are
ill. The strain upon you has been too great. The
worst is all over. Now you were not to blame for the
man's swindling you out of twenty thousand dollars.

It is not your fault. This will make you a better and
a keener business man. As for your old girl, don't
worry over her. If you never see her again, you will

find another that you will like just as well. Now
Robert, old fellow, we want you to go to some place
and hunt, fisti, and do everything you want to in the
fresh, bracing November air. It will make a new man
of you."

Robert Errington soon left the office and made
arrangements to start on his trip on the following day.
He decided that he would make a brief visit to his

boyhood home, in Ranlo, New Jersey, which he had
not seen in years, and then go on a long hunting trip.
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His old home now did not belong in the family, and
he had left home long before it had been sold.

Robert left on an early train the next morning. As
he sat looking ont of the window while the train was
speeding over the hills of New Jersey to the spot where
he had spent his childhood days, he could see the

beautiful and familiar scenery, and his heart seemed
to lighten. At last the train came to the little dirty

depot where Robert, when a boy, had often run to see

the train.

Now as he started to walk down the familiar road,

the trees, rocks, and thickets seemed to greet him as

an old friend; and as he came to the old two-story

farm house, his eyes filled with tears, and for a little

time he stood at the gate watching a little boy play

"horse." "Oh that I were a boy again like that one

there! How unchanged it all is and how changed I

am!" Everything came back to him plainly as he
stood at the gate. It seemed that he could see his

dear old mother sitting in her arm chair in her special

comer at the fireplace, with him sitting on a stool at

her feet, listening to her as she read to him the Bible

story that he liked most of all, the story of Joseph, and
his father taking his evening nap. Then the thought
came to him, '

' Can it be that they are all dead but me ? '

'

Robert felt that he could never meet any one until

he became more composed. So he walked on down
the road. As he was passing a large field, he noticed

a girl coming with a laughing little boy tugging at

her arm and looking up into her face. Robert walked
on until he came to a large rock, and there he sat down
and began watching the beautiful sunset behind the

red and golden leaves. He had forgotten about the

girl he had seen coming across the field. He was living

his boyhood days over again in his meditations. But
he was suddenly aroused from his musing by the noise

of a child's merry laughter, and when he looked up
he was very much surprised to behold the girl whom
he had seen coming across the field.
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The girl was about twenty and was taller than most
women,: with a beautiful uncovered mass of black hair.
Her deep black sparkling eyes had a rather surprised
look. Robert was almost dumbfounded by such a vis-
ion of loveliness, especially at such a time and in such
a place. He was for a moment confused, and at a loss
for words. Recovering his habitual 'self-possession, he
raised his hat to the girl, and seeing that she was
having trouble in trying to help the youngster over
a large log, he asked if he might assist her. She
thanked him gently, and seemed to appreciate the aid.

As Robert was anxious to ask someone about the
many changes that had taken place in Ranlo in recent
years, he suggested to the girl that she sit down for
a few minutes While the little boy amused himself by
chasing butterflies and gathering tLe pretty autumn
leaves. They sat down on the rock to watch the beau-
tiful sunset behind the trees—but in truth he was
watching the girl more than he was the sun; for there
was something familiar looking in that beautiful, true
expression that she had on her face. It was the look
of one in whose past there had been no secrets—the
look of a child who is satisfied with the present and
takes no thought of the future. He thought that a
few girls looked so after they had past their childhood
days. Social life; affection, and the vanity that modem
life encourages in the feminine nature did not seem
to be a part of her. As she ceased watching the sun
and looked towards Robert, she met his admiring gaze.
She started, and a color flushed her cheeks. However,
she saluted him slightly, but she immediately an-
nounced to Bobbie that they must continue on their
journey home. "Are you going now?" he asked
"Going? Why, yes, I shall be late in getting home
for supper as it is." "Wait just a moment," he said
eagerly, feeling that he could not possibly let the
beautiful girl go without even hearing her name.
"Will you not tell me your name?" She looked at
him rather indignantly. "Sir, I do not know you."
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But as she glanced at the handsome young man her

expression changed to a smile and she continued, "Per-

haps I shall tell you later. You will be in our village

for some little time, will you not?" Robert returned

her steady gaze and at once assured her he would. "I
am going to visit my boyhoo'd home—'the old Erring-

ton homestead," said he, as the fair creature before

him started to leave.

As he uttered these words, he noted that she turned

sharply. For a moment her look was one of confusion.

Then raising her eyes towards him, she said, "Let me
welcome you to your old home! I just know father

will be delighted to see you, for he often speaks of

the family of John Errington."

As Robert realized that he was with the daughter

of the man who owned the old homestead, a strange

feeling came over him. After the death of his parents

and the refusal of his sweetheart to elope with him,

he had lost all interest in Ranlo. He did not even know
who owned the old home place. But he walked on

with her, his mind filled with many mysteries.

Presently they-arrived at the large gate and they

were met by an old man. Robert was left to converse

with him, as the girl entered the house. The man
proved to be George Warring, the father of Ethel

"Warring, and in an instant Robert realized that he

had been in the presence of the girl who had once

meant everything in the world to him. He had not

seen her in many years, and under the physical strain

and excitement he had failed to recognize her. If his

identity had been known to her, she had carefully con-

cealed the fact. The old gentleman told Robert many
things of interest that had taken place in Ranlo in

recent years, and he thoroughly enjoyed the conversa-

tion, though he found it difficult to keep from thinking

about the embarrassing predicament in which he was
soon to be placed.

When Ethel returned, there was a flush of joy upon
her face. They now realized that they were actually
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in the presence of each other. As Ethel told him the

story of her life since he had last seen her, Robert for-

got his cares. He was living over the past. They
remained at the old gate until the air became quite

chilly, but the sound of the supper bell now summoned
them into the house in which Robert had been born.

After supper they went into the large living room,
where a large oak fire wa's burning cheerfully, and all

drew gladly around it, for it was rather cool.

Bobbie ran into the room crying, "0, Aunt Ethel,

aren't you going to read my story to me tonight?"

Then Ethel excused herself from Robert and her father,

and she 'and Bobbie moved over in one corner of the

room to themselves, and she told him his bed-time

story, and then sang him to sleep.

Robert was trying to talk to the old man, but he

could not for listening to Ethel's singing. After put-

ting the child to bed, she came back to talk with

Robert. As Ethel looked at him, she noticed that he

seemed to be ill, although he was trying to keep her

from knowing it. Ethel made him lie down on the

couch, and findng that he had a severe headache, she

administered some remedies that might not have been

prescribed by a regular physician, but it had the de-

sired effect. After it had gotten easy, Robert began
talking of the happy days they had spent together

before she went to college. "Ethel, is there any chance

of my winning your affection again?" he asked seri-

ously. "Now, Robert, you must not talk tonight; wait

until tomorrow, and then you will know better what
you are saying.

Robert was ill for many days, and Ethel made him
stay in the house while she nursed him. During this

time they had become closer friends than ever before.

One morning Robert asked Ethel if she would not
take a walk with him. She prepared a nice lunch, and
after kissing her father good-bye, they left for the old

Pikeville mill. As they walked along, Robert became
very silent; Ethel looked into his face, and asked very
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softly, "Robert, dear, what are you thinking1 of!"
And about that time she stumbled over a stone. In

one second she was caught in his arms. "Ethel

I

Ethel!" he whispered, "I love you, my darling, I love

you!" They sat down under a large tree for luncheon,

after which they had a long talk.

Robert looked into her face with eyes and heart

brimming over with love, and said, "Come, dear, and
tell me again you love me. I have not heard you say

so in a long time." She looked into his face and said,

"Robert, it would be very foolish for me to attempt

to tell you how much I do love you." Robert drew
nearer to her and said, "Oh, Ethel, may God make me
worthy of you!" Robert took a beautiful ring from
his pocket, and said, "Ethel, dear, this ring belonged

to my mother, and I promised never to part with it

except to my wife." Then he put the ring on her

finger. ETTA WEST, '16.

A PECULIAR CEMETERY.

The Parsees, a religious sect of India, have a very
peculiar way of disposing of their dead. One of the

teachings of Zoroaster, their prophet, was "Thou shalt

not defile the earth." Therefore, they will not allow

their dead to be place'd in Mother Earth. Instead, the

corpses are exposed to vultures and ravens in the open
air. For this purpose, just outside of Bombay are

built the "Towers of Silence," six in number, and
constructed of granite plastered over with white
cement.

Properly speaking, they are not towers. They are

about forty feet in diameter and only twenty feet high.

These towers are surrounded by a shallow, dry moat,
across which there is a single bridge leading to a
small door through which the deceased are carried.

A few feet from the top there is a platform on which
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the bodies are laid. In the center of this platform is

a large well, into which the blood that is often flowing

runs. The remainder of the tower to the top, consists

of a wall that hides the platform from the view of

curious eyes. Perched on this wall in an almost un-

broken line are vultures and ravens, motionless as

stone images, awaiting the feast.

Nobody but the officially-appointed corpse bearers

is allowed to enter these towers. Not even the priests

themselves are permitted to approach nearer than ten

yards. When it is desired to dispose of a dead Parsee,

the corpse is carried to a stone building called the

"House of Prayer," which is in the garden outside

the towers. Here the funeral ceremony is performed.

As the next step, the bearers take the corpse to one

of the towers, where it is deposited on the platform.

The mourners remain in the House of Prayer, and,

therefore, do not see the swoop of the vultures as they

descend to tear the flesh from the bones of the

deceased.

About two weeks later, the corpse bearers gather

up the clean-picked bones, handling them with tongs,

and place them in the central well filled with chem-
icals. These chemicals destroy all impurities and de-

compose Ihe bones and blood.

The well extends into the ground to a great depth,

and is supposed to be connected by a mysterious sub-

terranean passage with the abode of the blessed, and
to afford a convenient way to Paradise.

MILDRED CARPENTIER, '17.
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THE PRICE OF SHIELDING A BROTHER.

"Go, leave this house at once! Do you understand,

woman?" thundered Mr. Allen.

"But let me explain," pleaded the wife, "It was
not my .

"

"Hush!" cried the infuriated man, "I will not hear

a word from you."

"You will not separate me from my child, will you?"
asked the anxious mother.

"You have no child, and besides, after what has

happened, how can you ask such a question?" asked

the man, leaving the room.

"Wat is de matter wid yo', missus?" asked the old

negro woman on entering the room. "I just hearn

wat yo' husband sed, but wat does he mean?"
When Mrs. Allen heard old Jane's voice, she turned

around and said, "Jane, I cannot explain to my hus-

band, because I shall never betray my dear brother."

"But does you want to see yo' little baby before yo'

goes?" asked old Jane.

"Yes, Jane, go get Margaret, and let me see her

before I leave,"' said the sorrow-stricken mother.

Jane turned to obey her mistress' command, and
left Mrs. Allen alone with her thoughts. "Oh, how
hard it is to leave the old home, and to know that I

shall never see the place again!" sobbed the un-

happy woman as she hid her face in her hands.

"Here is yo' baby," said Jane, turning her face

away so that her mistress might not see the tears in

her eyes.

"Give her to me!" cried the mother, as she took

the little laughing one from the old negro's arms.

"How hard it is to leave you, my darling, and to know
that I shall never see you again!"
"Won't yo' tell yo' old servant all about wat hap-

pened dis morning?" pleaded the old nurse in an
humble tone. "I swear befo' my Gawd I will nebber
tell it, if yo' doesn't want me to." "Jane, promise
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me that you will not let my child forget me when I

am far away. And when she gets older and makes
inquiries about her mother, tell her how her mother
loved her. If you will promise me to do this, I shall

tell you about what happened this morning," said the

mother, holding the little one close to her bosom.
"Missus, how can yo' doubt me after I done told yo'

I won't tell what you tell me?" replied the old negro

earnestly.

"This morning," began Mrs. Allen, "as you know,
I left the house for a short walk -down the road to

meet a young man who told me last night that he

had news from father and mother, but forbade me
to tell anybody. I promised to meet him, for I was
just crazy to hear from my dear parents. As I ap-

proached the place where we were to meet, I saw him
sitting on a rock nearby with his face buried in his

hands, but as I came nearer he sat up and said, while

smiling: 'Good morning.' I bowed and started to

sit down on a rock near by. As I did so, he told me
excitedly that he did not have time to sit down, for

he guessed that the officers would be after him in a

short while. That frightened me greatly, and I imme-
diately "began to run. 'Wait,' he crie'd, 'I have some-

thing to tell you.'
" 'For God's sake, tell me, and be quick about it!'

I gasped,

"'I haven't heard a thing about your mother and
father,' he whispered in a hoarse tone, 'but I wish

to God that I did know something of them.'
" 'How dare you do such a thing, and tell such a

lie!' I cried very angrily.

"As I said this, he drew a mask from his face, and
whom did I see, but my dear brother, the one that I

thought had died years ago! Instantly I was in his

arms, and as he was telling me of his past history, he
slipped his mask on his face, for, to my astonishment,

Mr. Allen had walked upon the scene.

" 'Who are you?' he shouted at my brother. Then
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turning to me, lie asked, 'What in the name of heaven
does this mean?' I could not answer him, so I left

him and came to the house."

"Wat became of yo' brudder?" interrupted Jane.

"When Mr. Allen turned around, he jumped on his

horse and was gone. My brother would have re-

mained, but he was afraid that he would be betrayed,"

said Mrs. Allen in a pitiful voice.

"I sho' doesn't blame yo' for not telling Mr. Allen,

for he would tell it, and the officers would soon be on
his tracks," said the old negro, sympathetically.

"Jane, promise me to take good care of my baby,

and then I must go," said Mrs. Allen.

"I promise," replied Jane. As she said this, Mr.
Allen entered the room.
"You will do nothing of the kind. The child shall

never know that you are her mother," thundered Mr.
Allen. "Now leave as I tell you."
"Goodbye to all, even to you, my dear husband,"

said Mrs. Allen, as she left the room, thinking that

she would never return.

Mr. Allen and his little daughter have lived alone

now for eighteen years, and Margaret has grown to

be a beautiful young lady.

"Oh, Daddy, I am the happiest person on earth!"
said Margaret to her father, just three days before

she was to be married.
.

"Yes, you look happy, dear," replied her father.

"Margaret, I have something to say to you, imme-
diately after luncheon, in the library."

Margaret had noticed that her father looked pale

and worried that morning, and she inwardly hoped
that she had not done anything to cause him to be in

such a condition.

Immediately after luncheon, Margaret entered the
library and found her father waiting for her.

"Take this chair, daughter," said Mr. Allen, mo-
tioning her to a seat nearby. "Margaret, have you
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never wondered," he began, as he looked sadly at her

beautiful face, "Why I have never talked to you of

your mother?"
"Yes, and I have asked nurse about her, and she

has told me,—great goodness! now I have told you,

and nurse said you would be angry, but you are not

mad with me, are you, Daddy!"
"Why, no, I am not mad, but if you had told me

before, I would have been very angry. Today I re-

ceived a - letter from your uncle—your mother's

brother—stating that he had been proved innocent,

and for- me to please forgive my wife, for it was he

whom she was with on the roadside that fatal day. I

suppose that Jane told you the story of our parting,

did she not?"
"Yes, I know all about it," replied the daughter.

"Oh, how ashamed I feel when I think about it all!"

groaned Mr. Allen, hiding his face in his hands. "But
do you think your mother would forgive me, if I would
write and ask her?"

"Say, Daddy, I wanted my mother with me so badly

the other day that I invited her to be present at my
wedding, and she says that she will come."
"But do you think that she will stay after I have

explained things?" asked her father anxiously.

"I know she will!" replied the girl.

"Write her a letter, Daddy, and tell her all about

her brother. Oh! it will make her so happy."

"All right, daughter, "I'll do it. Now run and tell

old nurse. She will be so glad," said Mr. Allen, as

,he seated himself at his desk and began to write.

The message was sent that day, and Mrs. Allen

answered it by stepping off the train the next after-

noon, and running into the outstretched arms of her

husband who had been waiting very impatiently for

the train to come. There, as they were embracing, a

slender and beautiful girl stepped forward and whis-

pered, "Don't make too much of each other; I may
feel neglected. " This caused her father and mother
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to look around, and the mother clasped her daughter

to her bosom.

"Missus, doan yo' 'member ole Jane?" Nearby-

stood the faithful old servant, 'and as Mrs. Allen's

face brightened, the old negro exclaimed, "Please

missus, jus' a little hug. I'se wanted to see you so

long."

NELLIE MASSENGILL, '17.

THE HOPE THAT WAS REALIZED.

In the midst of a quiet, refreshing sleep one summer
night about 2 o'clock, Jack Benton was disturbed in

his peaceful slumber by his younger sister distractedly

tugging away at his arm in an effort to arouse him
with one hand, while in the other she waved a search-

light. Instinctively he became alarmed and his worst

fear—that Alice was a somnambulist—was realized

when She whispered excitedly, "Follow me. I'll lead

you to 'hidden wealth which is at this moment being

tampered with."

Jack and Alice were the only survivors of the old

Benton family, which in earlier days had come from
England on the Mayflower. Both had been brought
up under the stern jurisdiction of Puritan parents.

This, however, did not keep them from enjoying their

youth to the fullest extent until they became mother-

less. After a few months, Mr. Benton followed his

wife, leaving his children supposedly in dire poverty.

Since that time they had been living on the old worn-
out farm which was well nigh exhausted, trying, as
Alice expressed it, to settle down, but in reality to get

a start on the road to success.

Alice was the kirid of girl who took fortune or mis-

fortune as it came with not a few comments. Her
bright, sunny face did not betray a passionate temper,

which, when aroused, was her chief characteristic.
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Jack was exactly the opposite. He nearly always

bore a serious look upon his dark, handsomely outlined

face, and was really grateful for the honest name that

he had inherited.

Instantly, upon hearing Alice's wild talk, Jack had

jumped from the bed and was following her out the

back gate and across the field to whatever adventure

she should choose to lead him. Upon nearing the edge

of the field, she cautiously picked her way along the

shrubbery of a ditchbank without a sound of footsteps

Taking his cue from her, Jack also became silent as

they crept along in the shadow of the woods that bor-

dered the field. Not once did she even glance at him
from her wide open, staring eyes, although she whis-

pered incessantly upon different topics. Once she ex-

pressed a desire to own a poultry farm and wondered
if there would be a rise in the price of Ehode Island

Bed chickens. Meanwhile Jack mentally prayed for

a time when he could give his sister everything she

should wish.

Within a few minutes she came upon two men who
were so engrossed in their work of boring into and
examining the ground that they did not notice the

approaching visitors. It was the work of but a mo-
ment for Alice to have them covered with her search-

light. This had the intended effect, for in five minutes

the mysterious intruders were out of sight, without

an attempt either at bribery or resistance. For five

Whole, unbroken minutes Alice laughed softly and
continuously. Then still in a semi-conscious state, she

pointed to the hole in the ground, saying lightly as

she did so,

"Bore deeper, and deeper, and deeper,

For an oil well belongs to be steeper."

Pale and excited, Jack at last understood the sig-

nificance of his first adventure with a sleeping person.

Then, having completed her errand, Alice turned
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and made her way Home swiftly and silently, followed
by a brother full of hopes and dreams of a time when
he could supply his sister's every desire.
On the next day two well groomed men drove up

to Jack Benton's front gate in a handsome carriage
drawn by a pair of perfectly matched, sleek, black
horses. "Speculators," they called themselves, and
the object of their visit was to see if Jack was not
willing to sell his farm to a company of which they
were representatives. The purpose of this company,
backed by wealthy capitalists, was, as they expressed
it, to make new farms out of old ones.
"When Jack persisted in being stubborn to all

entreaties to sell at a price far more than the value
of the place, Alice became furiously angry, for as yet
her night adventure had not been made known to her.
It was not until three weeks later that she became
reconciled, when after several attempts a very profit-
able stream of oil was discovered, and she was told
that she was the true discoverer. Jack called it a
stroke of luck, but Alice still retains the idea that
she was guided by an unseen power.

JULIA WEST, '16.

OUTWITTING THE GREAT WHITE PLAGUE.

When the westbound train pulled out from the little
town of Manteo, Va., on the morning of March 5, 1898,
Edmund McDonald was standing in the rear of the
last car waving, as he thought, his last farewell to his
dear mother and his sweet young wife, Ellen. As the
train turned the curve and the waving hands were
to be seen no more, Edmund -walked slowly and sadly
into the car and threw himself into a chair. There,
thinking of his poor financial circumstances and of the
two whom he had left behind, absolutely dependent
upon him, he could see nothing but a dark future for
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them. Edmund, having fallen a victim of the great

white plague, realized that he must go West in his

struggle for life; He began weeping when he realized

that the great burden of supporting a family would,

of necessity, fall upon the shoulders of his little wifit.

As he sat there sobbing and musing to himself in

despair over this wretched picture of life, the attention

of several who were in the car was attracted, and they

tried to console the unfortunate man. During all the

weary days of his trip across the continent, he could

not divert his mind from the condition of his family.

After five weary days—which Edmund thought

would never pass—he reached the beautiful little

town of Rockyford, Col. As the tall, slender figure,

with a sallow complexion and emaciated expression,

stepped from the car, he was highly pleased when a

robust young man came up and introduced himself ai

Dr. Watt. This gentleman stated that he was an inti-

mate friend of the Manteo physician, Dr. Monroe, and
that he had been requested by him to take the case

in charge. He told Edmund that he liad prepared a

place for him in his little suburban cottage where he

lived alone, and he assured the man that he would
give him all the attention that he possibly could. How
much better these kind words of the stranger made
Edmund feel! The two entered a waiting automobile,

and within a short time they were in front of the cot-

tage door. Immediately they went in, and Edmund
was shown to his room and was told that this was
to be his home free of charge—until he became a well

man.

As Edmund sat in his outdoor sleeping quarters on
the second floor, which had been specially provided
for him, he forgot all of his troubles for the moment
gazing in wonder at the marvelous beauty of the

steep, overhanging cliffs of the Rockies, he realized

as never before the wonders of nature. He was almost
dazed at the grandeur of the scenery around him. But
this pleasure was ended by the thought of his wife and
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mother—which begari"*fco haunt his mind. He consoled

himself, however, by writing them a letter in which
he stated that he had found in Dr. Watt an intimate

friend, and that the physician had informed him that

he would be a well man, if he would stay out West
and breathe the light mountain air. After writing

his letter, he was ready for his rest.

Eight days having passed since Ellen had seen or

heard from Edmund, naturally, she was uneasy about

him, and was wondering how long it would be before

she should hear from her husband. When the postman
stepped into the office—in which she was now the

chief stenographer—and handed her a letter, she

knew by the handwriting that it was from Edmund,
and her face beamed with joy. She was so happy that

she got permission from her employer to go home to

show the letter to her mother-in-law. Ellen was so

anxious for her mother to see it that she ran every
step of the way home. She hastened in the door,

almost out of breath, exclaiming: "Mother! Mother!
here is a letter from Edmund!" Ellen gave the letter

to her and then she threw herself across the foot of

the bed and began crying for joy. She answered the
letter immediately, as follows:

Manteo, Va., March 16, 1898.

My own dearest Edmund:
As you know, I was more than happy when I learned

from your sweet letter that you were getting along
so well and I am quite sure that Dr. Watt is correct
in saying that you will soon be a well man.

But, dear, please don't wony about mother and me.
We are perfectly happy—so far as we can be without
you. I play the man, and mother the woman. I have
a position as chief stenographer in Lawyer Grant's
office, and I am easily making enough to support both
of us, while mother does the housekeeping. The neigh-
bors are lovely to us. So you see, dear, that we are
amply cared for. Oh ! I am so glad that you have found
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a friend in Dr. Watt. But, dear, I was not surprised
in the least, because anyone that knows you could not
keep from loving you. Experience has taught me
that lesson.

Again, my love, you may rest assured that mother
and I are perfectly all right—and we are equally sat-

isfied about you—because God knows best, and there-

fore everything must happen for the best. Hoping
that fortune will soon turn, and that we three may
soon live happily together again—I am, and shall

forever be,

Your devoted, sincere, and loving wife,

ELLEN.

In the meantime, Edmund decided that he was able

to do something to help support his family. So the

physician permitted him to take a job as overseer of

a neighboring ranch for the sum of $50 a month. He
immediately went to Milan's Ranch—about three miles

from Rockyford—to live alone in a little cabin. After
being on the ranch about a week, he received Ellen's

letter, which cheered him up for the time being. But
he was without a single one of his friends, and among
a crowd of rough cowboys, with whom he could not

become intimate. Consequently, he spent most of his

time alone, in a most melancholy and doleful mood.
Thus, he brooded and worried over his condition so

much, that he took a turn for the worse.

Under the rules of the physician, he could not write

home but once amonth. He had one more week before

he could answer Ellen's letter. Dr. Watt, however,

kept the family informed of Edmund's condition once

a week.

One day Ellen got a letter from the physician stating

that Mr. McDonald's case was one of sure cure, and
•that he was improving rapidly. This, of course, made
the wife and mother feel happy. But what should

come the very next day to cast a shadow over their

happiness but a sad letter from Edmund? This stated
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that he had moved on the ranch with the expectation

of improving his health more rapidly, but owing to

the social condition in such a place as Milan's Ranch,
he was forced to stay alone most of the time and thus,

thinking of his troubles constantly, his health was
rapidly declining. This news grieved the wife and
mother beyond expression.

A fortnight had passed. The wife and mother were
still worrying, not knowing what to do, when fortune
turned in their favor. Ellen was notified that she was
to receive as a legacy a half million dollars by the

death of her uncle. This inexpressibly relieved the

grieved hearts, and as soon as the legal transactions

were completed, Ellen set out for Milan's Ranch.

It was about five days later, on a. beautiful after-

noon, when Edmund in his cowboy suit was out at the
depot, laughing and talking with the fellows, when
the Eastern Pacific rolled up. It is quite natural, in

such isolated communities where a stranger is rarely
seen, that when one does come, he is a curiosity to the
inhabitants. Especially curious was the crowd at the
depot that afternoon when a tall, graceful, blonde
woman, neatly dressed, stepped from the car, and after
spying Edmund McDonald, she rushed through the
crowd and warmly embraced him. The man himself
almost fainted from the shock. Not until after the
greeting was over did he know that it was his own,
real wife, Ellen, standing before him. When he recov-
ered himself, he cried aloud with joy, "Oh, Ellen,
where did you come from?" With this, he kissed her
time and again. The bystanders were so startled that
they could neither say nor do anything but gaze at
the central figures with an eager look of surprise.
Finally, Edmund explained to the boys that his wife
had given him a surprise, and then he introduced her
to the crowd of curious Westerners.

Edmund and Ellen started joyfully on their way to
Edmund's little cabin with their arms around each
other. They seemed like two little playmates who had
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been separated a long time, and who had suddenly

met again. On the way Edmund began wondering

where Ellen had obtained the funds to make such a

long trip, and finally he asked her. But she only re-

plied, "You shouldn't worry, Edmund. Now I am
here—isn't that enough?" They soon reached the

cabin and went in. When Ellen first entered the door,

she noticed the untidy condition of the little two-

roomed house, but she did not mention it to him. Not-

withstanding' the fact that it was now almost dark,

Ellen at once began to make the little cabin just as

attractive as possible—just as she had done in their

Manteo home. While she was engaged in her work,

each gesture and movement that she made brought

back to Edmund pleasant memories of his Manteo life.

All this, of course, made him feel' better and better.

After staying on the ranch about three weeks, Ellen

thought that it would be the best thing she could do

for Edmund to take him on a camping trip. So they

set out, Dr. Watt accompanying them, to a distant glen

in the heart of the Rockies. After spending about a
month in camp, they started home. The trip with all

of its fresh air and exercise helped Edmund wonder-
fully' Just before reaching the fork of the road

—

which had been built since they had gone to the moun-
tains—Ellen called Dr. Watt aside and told him that

the road to the left led to an estate which she had
bought for their new home, and that it was a surprise

for Edmund. She invited him to spend a while there

with them, but he had to return to his work. They
started again, and when they came to the fork of the

roads, Ellen turned the horses to the left, and Dr. Watt
"jumped from the wagon and started on the other road.

He explained to Edmund that he had to see a patient

nearby. After a while, Edmund saw that Ellen was
driving into the grounds of a beautiful mountain home,
surrounded by giant trees and grass-covered hills in

the background. '

' She said that she was going home, '

'

he thought to himself. "What does this mean any-

57





liow 1
'

' When Ellen- told him to get out and go in, and
when he saw a man, dressed in spotless white, come out

and take charge of the horses, he was astounded, to

say the least. At last he said: "Ellen, if you don't

tell me what all this means, I shall go insane." Ellen

came up and put her arms around his neck, and with

a smile on her beaming countenance, said: "Dear, this

is our home—ours forever. '
' This, of course, demanded

further explanation. While seated on the veranda side

by side, the last rays of a setting sun, peeping at them
over a mountain crest, Ellen revealed the whole secret

to her husband. He was so dumbfoun'ded by the news
that he could scarcely speak. A sudden sense of joy

flashing through his heart, he embraced and kissed

the one who was sitting beside him, saying, "My own
dear darling, you are the light of my life. There is

not a woman in God's whole universe who has made
a man's life any happier than you have made mine. I

am more than thankful to Him who rules all things

that I have you as my companion.

With all their money and their beautiful home, their

happiness was not yet complete. Mother was still in

Manteo. But two weeks later their happiness was
absolutely assured, when, in answer to a telegram,

Edmund's mother came.

Now Edmund's health is completely restored, an'd

they are all living together again in true happiness
—with its every meaning. Theirs is one of the pret-

tiest homes and one of the happiest families in

Colorado.

MARY EDNA WILSON, '16.
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Philomathean Society Hall

THE PHILOMATHEAN LITERARY SOCIETY.

One of the most interesting and healthful features

of our school life is the training which we receive from

our literary society. For the past several years a great

deal of stress has been laid on this phase of our school

activities, and the records which we have consistently

maintained in literary contests with the other schools

show conclusively that this work has been effective.

The Philomathean Literary Society is organized and

managed by the students themselves, but under faculty

supervision. Prior to the present year, membership

has been optional and open to students of the entire

school. The meetings were held each Friday evening.

In many ways this plan was unsatisfactory, as a ma-

jority of the older students lived too far away to at-

tend. For this reason, at the beginning of the present

session, Mr. Gaston wisely decided to have a strictly

High School literary society, and to ma'ke membership

and performance of duty compulsory. Under this ar-

rangement, the meetings are held on the last periods

of study each Friday afternoon. The programs are
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arranged by the students, assisted by some member of

the faculty, and 'consist of debates, recitations, decla-

mations, essays, readings, choruses, and other features.

The students have taken a great deal of interest in this

branch of their work, and the fact that they have won
the recitation and declamation contests for two years

in succession at the Craven County Commencement is

quite a tribute to the real work that is being done by
our society. The essay contest is also numbered among
the trophies for the Dover High School this year.

For the past two years, debates have been held with

the strong Farm Life School at Vanceboro. At the

Vanceboro Commencement in 1914, Mary Edna Wilson
and Wilbur Dudley defended the negative side of the

Woman Suffrage question and won the decision. For
the second time in succession, Dover triumphed in a

clear-cut victory over her Vanceboro rivals in the

debate held at New Bern this year on April 9.

The query debated was: Resolved, That Vocational

Subjects Should Be Taught in All Public Schools

in North Carolina Giving Over Five Grades of

Work. Wilbur Dudley and Hugh Trader again
won the laurels for Dover by upholding the nega-

tive. Hugh also had the honor of, winning the Orator's

Medal, awarded by the Chamber of Commerce, New
Bern, for making the best general debate. At'the same
time, Neva Waters won the hard-fought recitation

contest, and for the second time in succession, Hugh
Trader's declamation was pronounced the best. Hazel
West rounded out the honors for our society by win-

ning the prize for writing the best essay. All this goes
to show what Philomathea is doing.

Two medals are awarded at the close of each year
to those who show the best work and greatest improve-
ment. The first of these, donated by our good friend

and associate member, Mr. D. W. Richardson, was won
last year by Mary Edna Wilson. The winner of the

second medal, donated by the society, was Frank Noble
Hawkins.

CO

THE COUNTY COMMENCEMENT.

The county school commencement,
A thing of much moment,

Was well pulled off, last Friday;
Believe me, 'twas some event.

They came from every township,
Dressed up as for a ball,

The schools from over the county
Had answered to the call.

The Farm Life school came over,

Upon a special train

;

Had lots of pretty boys and girls

And a wagon load of grain.

You could see that they were loaded,

As they marched, intent to kill;

Their guns refused to limber up
'Gainst Dover High School skill.

First came the match for spelling.

Children, go do your best.

There were lots of girls, from everywhere,
So we sent in Ruby West.

Now Ruby is a modest girl,

Never knew her to offend

;

She refused to take this prize, from
Her little country friend.

.
And next we had a contest;

(But by a different rule.)

.
The boys and girls, who entered this,

Came from the higher schools.

Dover has a reputation

Which must always be maintained.
Now, we'll send in Eddie Avery
To beat them at this game.
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The declamation judges

Found nothing in our class;

Trader kept the audience guessing,

They were with him till the last.

"We heard one say, "He's a lawyer,

For he's surely got the build."

We thought Emmet was before us,

The audience was so still.

Of course, we all love Hazel,

A very winsome lass;

And don't you think for a moment,
In our thought we'll let her pass.

What! a handsome bag is offered

For the best essay today?

Well, go and get it Hazel, just

To pass the time away.

Eoland is a little boy,

But knows a thing or two

;

If he keeps on as he started,

He will be a Who is Who.
At writing he is a master

;

A knife, for him, was the prize,

I think he's doing very well

For a boy of his size.

The Dover High School teaches

Boys, how to live and think

;

When you talk about athletics,

You can see some people wink.

Besides the things set forth above,

We can do some other stunts

;

Willie Powell is a wonder,
Made eighteen foot broad-jump.

Willie is not so modest
As the other boys we know;

We really think he wanted all
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The prizes at the show.
A prize was offered for the jump
But Willie said,

'

' I want the cash. '

'

He did not have to strain at all

On that hundred yard dash.

The evening capped the climax,

The ball began to roll;

You could see some people wither
As the story did unfold.

The recitation it was won,
Without one dissenting word;

Now, Neva, won't you pardon us

For saying, "You're a bird?"

Eesolved: What's the use to give

The query for debate?
We will hold our reputation,

Yes, throughout the Old North State.

While Trader had the closing speech,

They could not touch Dudley's talk.

Did we win it? Well, we guess so;

We won it in a walk.

Hurrah ! hurrah ! for Dover,
The city on a hill,

Where push, and grit, and pluck and vim
Makes every heart to thrill.

We love our little boys and girls,

The big one, great and tall,

The teachers, everyone of them,
And pray, God bless them all.
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ATHLETICS.

Our Boy's Team.

Believing that the development of the body should

go along with the development of the mind, the Dover
High School has always put much stress on athletics,

and we believe that the wisdom of this course has been

justified in many ways. All the athletic teams have
been under the coaching and strict supervision of some
member of the faculty. Many of our most pleasant

experiences have been obtained from the intimate

association between the faculty and students on the

athletic field. Here we have learned some lessons that

cannot be obtained from the school room.

Having no football team, our major form of athletics

has been basketball. As we look over the record of

the past season, we are impressed with the fact that

we have not had the champion sliip team of 1914 when

G4

i

we lost only one game, winning every series. This

year our team has been badly handicapped by the loss

of several stars, but Mr. Gaston, our highly efficient

coach, by hard and persistent work, succeeded in de-

veloping a team out of some rather unpromising ma-
terial that has worthily represented our school. For
the present season the schedule has been' an unusually

hard one, and three-fourths of the games have been

played on foreign courts. All the schools played have

Boys' Basket Ball Team
D. Richardson McKnight

West Gaston Trader G. Richardson

Powell Dudley (Capt.) Waters

been many times the size of Dover, and taking every-

thing into consideration, we feel that the season has

been successful

The first game of the season was played in Dover
with the strong New Bern High School team, and
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resulted in an easy victory for the 'home team to the

tune of 18 to 5. The next contest, which was loosely

played in New Bern, was the most bitterly contested

game of the season and the hardest to lose. New Bern

winning- 11 to 10. The decisive game of the series was

also played in New Bern, and was a clear-cut victory

in favor of our opponents—16 to 6.

The Goldsboro High School team proved our

strongest competitors. By machine-like work and ac-

curate tossing, they won the first game from the Dover
quint by the score of 33 to 19, on the Dover court. The
locals were clearly outclassed. In Goldsboro, however,

the game was much more exciting. This game seemed
to be Dover's most of the time, but near the end of

the game, the G. H. S. team made a wonderful spurt

and succeeded in caging the victory, 29 to 14.

The first game with Kinston High School was staged

on the floor of a warehouse in Kinston, and the Dover
athletes, spurred on by an enthusiastic bo :dy of rooters,

landed an easy victory, 20 to 12. Our opponents never
had a show. It is not the policy of Dover High to cry

"hard luck," but if any team ever had the jinks over

it, it came our way in the second Kinston game, also

played in Kinston. Only five fiield goals for Dover
were disqualified on account of technicalities. The
final score was 24 to 19 in favor of Kinston, but that

. does not represent the strength of the opposing teams.

The Kinston aggregation failed to give us a return

game in Dover.

Our next series was with the Kinston Commodores,
an all-star team of ex-college and Y. M. C. A. players.

We lost the first two games to them by the scores of

46 to 19, and 33 to 18, but just to show them what we
could do, we came back at them and defeated them in

a thrilling game on their own court, 18 to 13.

The last game of the season was played in Greenville

with the strong Greenville High School team. Dover
easily trounced her opponents to the tune of 17 to 11.

This closed the season, as the game with Greenville
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in Dover had to be called off on account of inclement

weather.

Looking at the work of the individual players, we

find that Powell has been the mainstay of our offense.

He has scored more points than any man on the team.

West, as forward, lias rapidly developed into a very

promising player, and bids fair to be a star for the

coming season. No High School team in the State, we

believe, has had better guards than Dover High School.

Captain Dudley and Waters never failed to hold down

their men, and by their consistent work, they have been

pillars of defense for the home team. The whole team

has showed a fighting spirit from beginning to end,

and next year we believe that our record will be much

more successful.
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OUR GIRL'S TEAM.
This is the first year that our girls have had a team.

As they were very late in organizing they have played
only two games. These have been with the strong

team of the New Bern High School. In spite of their

many handicaps, they have developed into one of the

strongest girl's teams in this section of the State. To
Miss Morton's efficient coaching is due this training.

Their first game was played in Dover under very

GIRLS' BASKET BALL TEAM
H. West Morton (Coach) Massengill Wilson

Avery V. Padrick Waters (Capt.) J. West E. Padrick

adverse circumstances, but the locals won the hard-
fought contest by the close score of 5 to 3. The victory
was fittingly celebrated. New Bern retaliated by tak-
ing the second game on their court by another close
score, 9 to 7.

Estelle Padrick, Virginia Padrick, Neva Waters,
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and Evelyn Wilson have proved to be veritable stars

on the basketball court, and, if we may indulge in

another prophecy, we expect to see these young ath-

letes have a winning team during the coming year.

Track Team
Waters Dudley Powell (Capt) West Arnold

TRACK TEAM.

More and more stress is being laid on track athletics

in Dover High School. No regular meets have yet

been held, but our boys made a fine showing in the

County Commencement, held in New Bern on April 9.

Powell easily took the broad jump with a big lead

over all his opponents, and it was a snap for him to

win the hundred yards dash. The Dover relay team,

composed of Dudley, Arnold and Waters, came out

second in the three-mile relay race.

All told, we feel that the wearers of the Black and
Orange have ha)d a highly creditable season.

HUGH A. TRADER, '16.
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SOCIAL.

During the year we have had numerous enjoyable

social functions, but space will not permit us to speak

of them all. Perhaps the most attractive part of our

social life is the pleasure which we derive from asso-

ciation with one another in our school activities.

The girls of the eighth grade gave a Valentine party

in the school auditorium. A very interesting program

was arranged for the evening, consisting of a drill,

recitations, and several other things, after which, deli-

cious ice cream, salad, and fruits were served.

The Girls' Improvement Club gave a party in

Richardson's hall on Friday evening, March 28, for

the purpose of raising some funds to secure some
needed improvements for the school. Tempting re-

freshments were served, and all seemed to have a jolly

time.

In honor of the returning teachers, and several old

High School pupils who were home from college for

the holidays, Mr. and Mrs. D. W. Richardson enter-

tained in their characteristic way on the evening of

January 4. We seldom have a more enjoyable time.

The Class of '16 gave a most enjoyable class party

at the home of Miss Etta West on the Monday evening
following Easter, at which all the members of the class

were present. The guests were received by Misses Hazel
West and Mary Edna Wilson. They were conducted
into the parlor which was tastefully decorated in their

class colors—dark-blue and white, where they were
entertained by playing progressive rook. Dainty re-

freshments were served, and at a late hour the rising

seniors brought the pleasant evening to a close.

In honor of the members of the visiting New Bern
girls' basketball team, Mr. and Mrs. D. W. Richardson
gave one of the most enjoyable entertainments of the

year on the evening of March 20. The guests were met
at the door by their host and hostess. After numerous
delightful games and interesting contests, and the
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serving of delicious refreshments, our guests of honor
left on the late train for New Bern, declaring that the

evening had been a most enjoyable one.

On the evening of April 21, the girl's basketball

team entertained in honor of its senior member, Miss

Virginia Padrick, at the home of Mr. and Mrs. W. Y.

Richardson. The spacious veranda and lovely lawn
were the scene of much merriment on the part of the

young people present. In the contest, the guest of

honor happily proved herself to be the winner. At
ihe close-of the delightful evening, the guests departed,

expressing their regrets that Miss Padrick is soon to

leave us, and all wishing her well in her new field of

work. ETTA WEST, '16.





Can't tickle every mind.

So if you meet some ancient joke

Decked out in modern guise,

Don't frown and call the thing a fake,

Just laugh,—don't be too wise.

Teacher: "Willie, spell needle."

Willie: "N-e-i-d-l-e.

"

Teacher: "Wrong; next."

Willie: "I thought that a needle always had an 'i
?

in it.

Nellie, arriving at school late and knowing that she

had to give a written excuse, handed in the following:

"I had to "dye" before I could come to school this

morning."

Mr. Gaston: Two books were taken from my desk
today by mistake."

Inquisitive Evelyn: "By Miss Who?"

Mr. McKnight: "Duguid, tell us something about
Gay Paris?"
Duguid: "Gay Paris, who was he?"
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Estelle Padrick: "Gladys, have you much curi-

osity?"

Gladys: "Not a bit, why?"

Teacher, while hearing a lesson on the resources of

India, asked, "Where is much of the tea found?"
Unconcerned Alice: "In China."

Mr. McKnight: "Samuel, please point out on that

globe the most productive parts of Europe."
• Samuel: "I can't find Europe, but here's Italy."

Miss White to Gaston Rouse: "Gaston, why didn't

you let your father sign that report card?"
Gaston: "Huh, I can write as good as my daddy

can. '

'

Wilbur D, walking down the street with one of his

teachers, suddenly stumbled. On recovering, he said:

"Oh, Mr. McKnight, please pardon me for stepping

on your foot."

George Richardson, after hearing a lesson in science,

said to Lewis, "I do wish that we could have "lava-

said to Lewis, "I do wish that we could have 'lava-

tories' in connection with our Science class. It would
be much more interesting.

Virginia: "Our Latin for tomorrow is so hard.

I have studied the aenid all the afternoon, and I don't

know my lesson yet."

Neva: "I thought you were studying Virgil."

Viola: "Eddie, Paul Arnold is an awfully big flat-

terer, isn't he?"
Eddie: "I don't know. Did he say you were

pretty?"

Viola: "No, dear, but he said you were."
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The following was found to be both Miss Morton's

and Miss White's favorite soliloquy on their busy

days:

I wish I was a little rock, a sitting on a hill,

I wouldn't do another thing but keep a sitting still.

I wouldn't sleep, I wouldn't eat,

I wouldn't even wash,

I wouldn't do another thing but keep a sitting still,

And rest myself, by gosh!

Laughs like a pitcher pump sucking air.—Willie

Powell.

Scene I

Place—Athen 's Cafe, New Bern, N. C.

Time—1:30 A. M.

SCENE II

Place—Hotel Proctor, Greenville, N. C.

Time—2:30 P. M., next day.

For further information, see George Richardson.

Mr. Gaston, to Gladys Henderson, sitting by the

stove: "Gladys, please go to your seat."

Gladys: "I'd like to warm my feet while I'm here,

Mr. Gaston."
Mr. Gaston: Ah, that's all right, they'll be warmed

hereafter. '

'

Mr. Gaston: "Where's my geometry class?"

Kathleen: "I saw her upstairs a few minutes ago."

New Bern Student (at New Bern-Dover game) : "Is
there to be an intermission?"

Paul A: "Yes, sir; twenty cents."

Etta West: "I want a husband who will be easily

pleased."

Julia: "That's the kind you'll be sure "to get."
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Miss White: "Why don't you put your fellow's

picture in the back of your watch, Miss Morton? That's

where mine is."

Miss Morton: "That's why your fellow is always

behind time."

We were all grieved very much this spring when
our esteemed fellow-student, Mary Wilson, wandered
off from school at the afternoon recess, thinking that

school was over. We are glad to say, however, that,

after a week's stay in Kinston, her mental condition

has improved.

Ruby: "Mildred, what's the difference between the

ocean, the piano, and you?"
Mildred (indifferently) : "Oh, I don't know. What

is it?"

Ruby: "The ocean makes you sea-sick; the piano

makes mu—sic(k), and you make me sick."

Julia S., upon arriving at New Bern on County Com-
mencement day, and seeing some of the girls wearing

numerals representing their graduation years em-

broidered on their sleeves, seriously asked, "What are

these girls wearing numbers on their sleeves for? Oh,

yes, I know! To show their age."

George West: "Duguid, did you enjoy that lemon

drop I gave you?"
Duguid: "I certainly did. It was great."

George: "Fi'do didn't think so; he spit it out twice."

CONUNDRUMS.

Why does Mildred have a rosy complexion

Because she's mild-red.
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Why should the members of the Literary Society

have good health!

Because some time ago they were given a new
constitution.

Why is Etta destined to be a great artist?

Because she likes to "paint" so well.

Does George Farrow talk through his nose or ears?

What would happen if Ed Farrow, Samuel Smith,

Willie Powell, and Lewis Waters should laugh at the

same time?

Ladies, skip this paragraph! It is really unfit for

publication, so we asked the printers to set it wrong
side up.
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THE TOWN OF DOVER.

Dover is a small town of about a thousand inhabi-

tants, situated in Craven county, on the Norfolk

Southern Railway, twenty-four miles west of New Bern

and nine miles east of Kinston. It is only a three hour's

ride from the state capital. Six passenger trains a day

afford splendid connection with the outside world. In

addition to this, Dover is the terminal of the Dover

Scene in and Around Dover

and South Bound, which extends to Richlands, pass-

ing through Jones and Onslow counties. From the

standpoint of favorable location, Dover has the dis-

tinction of being the highest point between Goldsboro

and Morehead City.

The place was incorporated in 1901, but in the last
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few years it has grown rapidly from a small flag

station to a real manufacturing town, and today it is

the center of trade for a large section of the surround-

ing country. The Goldsboro Lumber Company em-
ploys about three hundred men, and their field is con-

stantly widening. There is hardly any limit to the

productive capacity of the fertile farming land adjoin-

ing Dover. The amount of cultivatable soil has been
greatly increased recently by the construction of a

canal through the large swamp near Dover. As the

surrounding country realizes its possibilities, Dover
must grow rapidly.

Though this section is not yet drained as it should
be, the health of the community is almost perfect. A
case of malaria is almost unheard of, for the mosquito
is a seldom visitor. A recent analysis of the Dover
water by the state chemist, reveals the fact that the

water of this section is practically free from all im-
purities, being among the very best. A case of serious

illness is the rarest thing at all.

Dover is justly proud of her churches. The Metho-
dists, Baptists, and Christians have 'churches here.

Sunday Schools are conducted weekly in two of these,

and prayer meeting services in one. Twice each Sun-
day preaching services are held. We do not believe

that there is a town in the state in which a larger

percentage of its people attend church. The ministers
are all capable, and no livlier or better conducted
Sunday Schools are to be found anywhere. The reli-

gious life of the community is one-of its chief assets.

Few towns of Dover's size are fortunate enough to

have a splendid system of electric lights. These are
provided by the G-oldsboro Lumber Company. This
company is well equipped also with splendid fire-

fighting apparatus.

The distinctive part of Dover, however, is the unity
and loyalty of her citizenship. The people stand
squarely together on the questions of schools and
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churches. The former fact was vitally tested a few
years ago when Dover had the distinction of being

the first place in the state to vote unanimously for the

special High School tax. The community is not ideal,

of course, but there are few towns that are so fortu-

Ohristian

Baptist Methodist

Main Street

nate in having so many men and women who stand

solidly together for all that tends for the general bet-

terment. Come and see Dover for yourself.

MILDRED CARPENTIER, 37.
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DOVER HIGH SCHOOL

The Dover High School, now in its sixth year, is

located in the healthful, progressive little town of
Dover, surrounded by a very fertile agricultural coun-
try. Though Dover is only a little village, there is

hardly a small town in the state whose citizens are
more active in the support of its school. The people
work for the advancement of the school, and in no
community will one find a more sound, or healthful
moral and educational sentiment. This has been the
main factor in the remarkable record that the Dover
school has made in recent years.

Building and Equipment.

The building is a large two-story brick structure,
containing well lighted and ventilated class rooms, and
a spacious auditorium used for chapel exercises, so-
ciety meetings, and all public occasions. On the second
floor is to be found an office room for the superin-
tendent, and an additional room for the library, well
provided with a collection of good books. All the fur-
niture is new and of modern style, designed for the
health and comfort of the students. One of the most
valuable assets of the school is the large beautiful
campus of three acres, or more. On this field there are
arranged a tennis court, two baseball fields, a running
track, and two excellent basket ball courts. There is

an abundance of room for outdoor play.

Athletics

The faculty believes that efficient study is promoted
by healthful, physical activities, and hence the various
forms of athletics are heartily encouraged. Perhaps'
no single thing has been quite so beneficial in develop-
ing a strong spirit and interest as the athletic relations
which Dover has maintained with all the leading

schools in this section of the state in recent years.

The Literary Society

The work of the literaiy society is spoken of else-

where in this volume.

Discipline

Dover has never had an ambition to excel in mere
numbers. The rough and boisterous student is not

desired here, and he will not be tolerated. AVe believe

that disciplinary training is very valuable, but the

highest form of discipline is that which tends to pro-

duce self-control. The laws of the state and town are

the ones that govern in our school. No lengthy list

of regulations is laid down, for we have not found
this necessary. If there is anything of which Dover
may justly be proud, surely it is the conduct of her

students. The disciplinary problem is almost negli-

gible.

Examinations and Reports

The school session continues from eight to nine

months. Examinations, or tests, are given monthly
for the lower grades, while the High School examina-

tions are held quarterly. A grade of seventy is re-

quired for passing. Reports showing the deportment,

attendance, and daily progress are issued each month
(each quarter for High School students). The promo-
tions at the end of the year are based upon these

records. Parents should investigate these reports, and
carefully note the child's progress at school.

A Word to the Public

Students desiring to enter a high grade preparatory

school should investigate the opportunities offered by
the Dover High School. Our graduates are accepted

by the State University and all the leading colleges

without any conditions at entrance. In the near future,

we hope to have a well-equipped dormitory on the cam-
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pus. At present, however, board can be secured at

reasonable rates in private homes. Through a gener-

ous custom established by the Board of Trustees, no
tuition charges are made of those who enter any grade

of the school. The fall session opens on the second

Monday of September. For further information, write

either to Messrs. G. V. Richardson, D. W. Richardson,

J. H. West, members of the school board, or W. G.

Gaston, principal of the school.

COURSE OF STUDY.

For the first seven grades the course of study as

outlined by the State Department of Education is

followed in the main. Below we give the High School

curriculum. Each year students come to us with in-

sufficient training in English grammar to pursue the

studies of the foreign languages, and for this reason

Latin is not required of all students. However, stu-

dents who are excused from Latin must take an addi-

tional study, usually in some branch of science. It will

be noted that the same courses are offered in several

of the grades. It has been absolutely necessary to'

combine many of the classes.

First Year Course

1—Grammar—Buehler's Modern Englisn Grammar.

2—Arithmetic—Milne's Standard Arithmetic (Fall

Term).

3—Algebra—Milne's High School Algebra (Spring
Term).

4—Collar and Daniell's First Year Latin.

5—English History (Montgomery).

6—Literature: The following classics are read and
studied: "Franklin's Autobiography," "The
Sketch Book," "Evangeline," "Idylls of the
King," "Midsummer Night's Dream," "Last of

the Mohicans." (Occasional themes are required.)
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7—General Science (Clarke).

8—Spelling (Sandwick and Bacon).

Second Year Course

1—Algebra—(Same as above).

2—Latin—Caesar, by Gunnison and Harley. (Four

books completed, with composition work.)

3—General History (Myers).

4—Composition—Scott and Denney's Elementary Eng-

lish Composition.

5—Literature—"As You Like It," "Silas Marner,"

"Vision of Sir Launfal," "Ancient Mariner,"

"Ivanhoe," "Merchant of Venice."

6—General Science—Holden's Real Things in Nature.

(Fall Term.)

7—Physical Geography—Davis. (Spring Term.)

8—Commercial Geography—Redway (Required of

those who do not take Latin).

Third Year Course

1—Algebra—(Same as above) Fall Term.

2—Geometry— (Wentworth and Smith) Spring Term.

3—Latin—Cicero 's Orations, by Gunnison and Harley

(Six books completed, with composition work).

4—General History (Myers).

5—Composition and Rhetoric (Scott and Denney).

6—French—Fraser and Squair's French Grammar.

7—Literature—"Macbeth," Milton's "Minor Poems,"

"Conciliation with America," "Pilgrim's Prog-

ress," "Sir Roger de Coverley Papers."

8—Commercial Geography—Redway (The ninth and
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tenth grade sciences are required in one year from
those who do not take Latin).

Fourth Year Course

1—Geometry—Wentworth and Smith's Plane and
Solid Geometry, completed.

2—Virgil—Six books—Composition and Grammar
throughout.

3—American History—Civics— (Adams and Trent).

4—Rhetoric— (Scott and Denney).

5—Literature—"Hamlet," Macaulay's "Essay on
Milton," Henry IV," "Life of Johnson," Wash-
ington's "Farewell Address."

6—French—Grammar completed, and numerous short

stories for reading.

7—Physics— (Gage's Elements.
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JOHN G. COX
Shoes and Slippers for

Spring and Summer

Just Received. These are the pret-

tiest and best ever offered by any one

in the State at the Price. Our $3.50

and $4.00 Oxfords look like $5.00

ones in other stores, and our deliv-

eries are prompt. No charge for

Parcels Post. LORD & TAYLOR'S

HOSIERY to match slippers. We will

appreciate your coming, TELEPHON-

ING, or writing for a pair. WE

ALWAYS PLEASE.

JOHN G. CQX SHOE STORE

"The Best by Test"

Telephone No. 10 KINSTON, N. C.
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D. I DIXON & SON

EVERYTHING IN HARDWARE

We carry a full line of BUILDING

MATERIALS, FARMER'S SUPPLIES,

and HARNESSES.

0. K. Stoves & Ranges

(King's Waidsor Plaster

"Wear Ever" Alumi-

num Ware

Stag Semi-Paste Paint

We give quick and polite service. Try

us once and you will be a regular cus-

tomer.

S6

THE FIRST NATIONAL BANK OF

KINSTON
CAPITAL $100,000.00

SURPLUS $ 65,000.00

We solicit the accounts of Cor-

porations, Firms and Individuals

OFFICERS
N. J. ROUSE, President

Dr. HENRY TULL, Vice-Pres.

D. F. WOOTEN, Cashier

J. J. BIZZELL, Asst. Cashier

W. L. Kennedy
C. Felix Harvey
D. Oettinger

DIRECTORS
N. J. Rouse
J. H. Ca.nady

H. H. McCoy
S. H. Isler

H. E. Moseley

Dr. Henry Tull

J. F. Taylor

L.Harvey and Son Co.
KINSTON, N. C.

High Grade Fertilizers

Well Selected Merchandise

Horses, Mules, Buggies, Wagons

All at attractive prices and on favorable
terms.

The patronage of the people of Dover and
surrounding country is solicited.
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THE NATIONAL BANK OF KINSTON

CAPITAL $100,000.00

SURPLUS 90,000.00

Oldest and Strongest Bank in the

County.

Skinner's Ice Cream
Made and handled under sanitary conditions

from the best materials.

SPECIAL PRICES FOR QUANTITIES

J. T. Skinner & Sons
KINSTON, N. C.
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BARRETT & HARTSFIELD

Kinston, N. C.

INVITE YOU

to see their well se-

lected lines of Wearing

Apparel for all.

You Can Get It At

MARSTON'S NEW DRUG STORE

Kinston, N. C.

"Where you can get what you

want and like what you get" - -
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). E. HOOD & COMPANY

PURE DRUGS—10,000 DIFFERENT KINDS

School Books, Stationery, Base Ball Goods

See us and we will please you.

1 E. HOOD & COMPANY

KINSTON, N. C.

Sumrell & McCoy
Incorporated.

Wholesale Grocers and Proprietors of

Bottling Works
KINSTON, N. C. . . . PHONE NO. 6

We carry everything; for the retail grocer. Ask
for Ann Arbor—The WORLD'S BEST FLOUR

PEPSI-COLA IN BOTTLES-IT IS BETTER
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Lenoir Oil & Ice Co.
KINSTON, N. C.

MANUFACTURERS

COTTON SEED PRODUCTS,

HIGH GRADE FERTILIZERS

-AND

PURE ICE FROM ARTESIAN WATER

ALSO DEALERS IN

Hard and Soft Coal

All orders given prompt attention. High cash

prices paid, and most liberal exchange of cotton

seed meal for cotton seed given for car load

quantities all shipping points Eastern North

Carolina. .....





WHEN IN KINSTON, CALL TO

SEE US. WE CARRY ANY KIND

OF MERCHANDISE YOU ARE

LIKELY TO WANT. - . .

T. W. MEWBORN
& COMPANY

The Dependable Store

QUINN &
MILLER

Home Furnishings, Office Fixtures,

School Supplies, and Everything

in the Furniture Line.

If YOU are interested in the BEST,

be sure to see US.

You get the girl, and leave the Home

Furinshing to

QUINN AND MILLER

Kinston, N, C.





Try M. H. BIZZELL
Makes Them Better

Tull Bldg. KINSTON, N. C

CASH NOVELTY STORE
A. F. PITTMAN, Prop.

CROCKERY, GLASSWARE
AND FANCY CHINA

School Books, Stationery, Novelty
Goods, Toys, and Confectioneries

KINSTON, - - - - N. C
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C. C. Griffin
LOGGING CONTRACTOR. BOX FACTORY.

Dover, N. C.

Contractor for the

Utility Manufacturing Company,

GOLDSBORO, N. C.

THREE PLY VENEERED BOXES USED IN VICTOR

TALKING MACHINES—DRY GOODS PACKING BOXES

A. T. Griffin Manufacturing Co.,

FAISON, N. C.

SASHES,

BLINDS,

LUMBER,

SHINGLES,

BRICKS,

ETC.

Both of the above Arms represented in DOVER by

C. C. GRIFFIN
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T. I. ROUSE-JEWELER

Dover, N. C.

South Bend Watches

Diamonds Novelties

Cut Glassware

Anything in the Jewelry Line

ALL REPAIR WORK CAREFULLY
AND SKILLFULLY DONE

MAIL ORDERS A SPECIALTY

If your Watch needs fixing, your Ring
resetting, send it to

T. J. ROUSE

Dover, - - N. C.

STEVE J. HAWES, M. D.

DOVER, N. C.

Physician and Surgeon

Office Hours: 1) to 10 A. M. ; 5:30 to 6:30 P. M.

SUNDAYS, BY APPOINTMENT ONLY.

THE BANK OF DOVER
DOVER, N. C.

Authorized Capital $25,000.00

Capital Pain in 5,000.00

Surplus 5,000.00

We offer you every accommodation consistent with

Dover banking principles. If you are not already a de-

positor, begin NOW. You will never regret it.

4% INTEREST PAID ON TIME DEPOSITS.

G. V. RICHARDSON, Pres. W. H. CATON, Cashier.
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QUALITY'S
HOME

We buy our General Merchan-

dise, Groceries, etc., in quantities

in order to make right prices

join hands with quality.

If it is quality in any quantity

you wish to buy or sell, SEE

US. If it is quantity WITHOUT
quality, SEE THE OTHER FEL-

LOW. Our customers want

quality We have it. Ask the

People.

W. L. BELL, Mgr.
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Call at

W. A. WILSON'S DRUG STORE

Dover, N. C.

FOR A PULL LINE OF

PATENT MEDICINES, RUBBER GOODS,

FEVER THERMOMETERS, TOILET ARTI-

CLES, AND STATIONERY.

FRUITS, CIGARS, FINE CANDIES, VELVET

ICE CREAM, AND COLD FOUNTAIN DRINKS

OUR SPECIALTY.

If you want what you want when you

want it, Come Here!

W. A. WILSON
Dover, N. C.
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W. R. KELLY
DEALER IN

General Merchandise, Hay & Grain.

COUNTRY PRODUCE BOUGHT AND SOLD—FRUITS

OF ALL KINDS A SPECIALTY.

SELECT GROCERIES

If you are in need of any of the above

articles—and if you want the best—

we can supply you.

Make "KELLY'S" your headquarters

when you come to Dover. We shall be

glad to see you, and will do everything

to please you.
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FOR FIRST CLASS

PRINTING
SEE

OWEN G. DUNN
NEW BERN, N. C.

Subscribe to

THE SUN
CRAVEN COUNTY'S

LEADING PAPER
Daily, $5 per year.

Semi-Weekly, $1 per year
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1881 THIRTY-FIVE YEARS 1915

Kafer's
BAKERY

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL

All Bread, Cakes and Pies Made by

Machinery

PROMPT SERVICE COURTEOUS ATTENTION

35 Years Satisfaction to Patrons.

STRICTEST OP SANITARY CONDITIONS OBSERVED.

Public Cordially Invited To Inspect Plant At All Times.

Middle St. New Bern, N. C.

BRYAN & OLIVER
New Bern, N. C.

Fire and Plate Glass Insurance

None but first class dependable

companies represented.

Losses promptly and satisfactorily

attended to.

WHEN
You want to recognize fresh food products remember we
have them. The price will always be as low as quality

will permit.

Call on us for nationally advertised goods. Careful

attention given to mail orders.

H. C. ARMSTRONG
New Bern, - N. C.

PAINTS, OILS, LIME, CEMENT,
ROOFING, SASH, DOORS AND

BLINDS

SEWER PIPE, BRICK, PLASTER

'Phone 163. 17 Craven St.
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The Shopping

Center

Come to us first; your every need

in better grade Clothing, Shoes, Milli-

nery, Dry Goods, Furnishings and No-

tions can be supplied.

Styles right, qualities right, prices

right.

I G. DUNN & COMPANY,

PHONE 212. 55-57-59 POLLOCK ST.

New Bern, N. C.
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THE PURE FOOD STORE

Everything Up-To-Date in Groceries

LUCAS & LEWIS

MIDDLE AND S. FRONT STS. - NEW BERN, N. C.

D. M. ROBERTS & COMPANY

Wholesale Grocers

NEW BERN, N. C.

Agents for Morris & Co. Supreme

Brand Meats.

Pipe and Farm Drain Tile in car

Lots a Specialty.





NEW BERN BANKING & TRUST CO.

New Bern, N. C.

Capital - - $100,000.00

The dollar depositer is just as welcome here as the

larger ones. The first dollar saved has been the founda-

tion of many fortunes.

DEPOSIT ONE DOLLAR OR MORE WITH US TODAY!

It will A 0 / Intercst 011 savings J Times
/I / and Time Deposits 71

pay youT / Q Compounded a Year

In addition to our Banking and Savings Departments

this Company is fully equipped to serve the Public in

any trust capacity.

Accepts appointments as Executor, Guardian, or

Administrator of Estates.

Depository Trust Funds and Securities.

JAS. B. BLADES, President

WM. B. BLADES, Vice-Pres.

T. A. GREEN, Vice-Pres.

W. CARROLL RODNEY, Cashier

O. W. LANE, Assistant Cashier
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Wootten—Moulton
Comer Middle and Pollock Sts.

NEW BERN, N. C.

Photographers

Frames

Established 1887.

M E. Whitehurst & Co.

NEW BERN, N. C.

BOOKS, STATIONERY, AND OFFICE

SUPPLIES

FINE CHINA, CUT GLASS, DINNER WARE
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NUHttM DRUG COMPANY

TWO REXALL STORES

Keep everything in the Drug

line, Medicines, and Toilet

Goods.

Rubber Goods and Cigars -

Our Soda Fountains are

strictly hygienic, sanitary,

and up-to-date. -

Everything you buy guaran-

teed to satisfy or your money

back. -

TRY US!

10 8

J. B. Watson
The Fish and Oyster "King"

OYSTERS IN SEASON; LUNCH ROOM; WATER

PRODUCTS IN GENERAL.

WHEN YOU ARE IN NEW BERN

FOR NICE THINGS TO EAT.

WHY NOT BUY
OR RENT

Your Horses, Carriages and Wagons

PROM

J. A. JONES
LIVERY, SALE AND EXCHANGE STABLES
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THE

NATIONAL BANK OF NEW BERNE,

New Bern, N. C.

JAMES A. BRYAN, President

JOHN DUNN, 1st. Vice Pres't

G. H. ROBERTS, 2nd. Vice Pres't

W. W. GRIFFIN, Cashier

G. S. ATTMORE, Jr., Ass't. Cashier.

The Oldest and Strongest Bank in this

Section.

4 Per Cent. Interest, Compounded

Quarterly, Paid on Savings and

Time Deposits.

SAFE DEPOSIT BOXES FOR RENT
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The Peoples Bank
NEW BERN, N. C.

Capital $100,000.00

Surplus and Profits 40,000.00

Resources 700,000.00

OPENED FOR BUSINESS OCTOBER 1, 1907

INVESTIGATE OUR GROWTH AND FACILITIES

Special attention given to commercial
accounts and 4 per cent, paid on Sav-

ings and time deposits. ... -

WM. DUNN, T. A. UZZELL,
President. Vice.-Pres. & Cashier.

C. D. BRADHAM,
Vice-President.

J. H. CRAWFORD,
Asst. Cashier.





THE ATHENS
FINEST

AND BEST EQUIPPED
PHOTOPLAY and VAUDEVILLE THEATRE

in the SOUTH

Seating Capacity - - 700

LOVICK & TAYLOR
OAVNERS AND MANAGERS

Also Lessees and Managers New Masonic Opera House
Booking Legitimate Attractions

NEW BERN, N. C.

_

R. R. EAGLE
CIVIL ENGINEER

Rooms 408-9 Elks Temple

NEW BERN, N. C.

SURVEYS AND PLANS FOR LAND DRAIN-
AGE AND MUNICIPAL IMPROVEMENTS
A SPECIALTY. GENERAL SURVEYS, MAPS,
PLANS, SPECIFICATIONS, ESTIMATES.
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We have been making

FERTILIZER for 25 years.

GOOD

We use only the best material,

and with "up-to-the-minute'' ma-

chinery and methods our goods

always give good results.

Buy of your dealer—if he cannot

supply you call on us or write

E. H, & 1. A, MEADOWSCO.

New Bern, N. C.

3 FACTORIES





The Gaston Hotel
NEW BERN, N. C.

(American Plan)

One of the best equipped Hotels in the State.

Dining Room service unsurpassed.

THE JAMES HOTEL, New Bern, N. C,

also under our management. (European Plan.)

T. L. BLAND, Proprietor R, A. CHERRY, Manager

THE RICKS THE LOUISE THE BLAND

Rocky Mount, N. C. Washington, N. C. Raleigh, N. C.

CISTEREO TRAOEMAR^

AND LIVE LONGER
NATURE'S IDEAL TONIC

Manufactured by

REGISTERED V/tAOEMA^

COMPANY
NEW BERN, N. C.
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THE ATHENS CAFE

The Best Place

to Eat

Everything Pure, Open Day and

Fresh and Clean, Night

80 Pollock St.

New Bern, N. C.

NEW BERN FORD COMPANY

PHONE 287. Office 104 SOUTH FRONT ST.

All Styles of

FORD CARS

and parts for sale.

B. B. HURST, - - Manager.





Accidents

Will Happen

When you break your Glasses send us the
pieces, we will grind you a new lens, and
you will have your Glasses by return mail
as good as new.
It isn't necessary for us to have the pre-
scription, we can take it from the pieces.

SAM. K. EATON, New Bern, N. C.
Jeweler-Optometrist.

105 Middle St. NEW BERN, N. C.

Agency "Morns' Exquisite Candies"

(Worth smacking your lips over)

Penslar Agency

(All preparations have formula

printed on label. You know what

you are taking.)

GASOLINE ENGINES

PUMPS

Water Supply Systems

NEW BERN IRON IRKS & SUPPLY CO.

NEW BERN, N. C.





COPYRIGHT 1915
THE HOUSE OF KUPPENHE1MER

The best thing we
can do for any cus-
tomer of ours, the
thing that will do
us the greatest
good, is to get him
into

KUPPENHEIMER
OR

HARTSCHAFNER

& MARX

clothes. Not be-
cause we make
such a big profit

on them; we don't;
but because he
makes a big profit.

You '11 get more
returns for your
money in these
clothes than in any
others; your profit

is in style and ser-

vice.

Let us show you
the advantage of
spending $25 here
for a suit. Other
good suits $10 and
up.

S. G0PL0N & SON
DEPARTMENT STORE

NEW BERN, N. C.
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J. M. LATTA,

President.

A. P. PATTERSON,

Sec. & Treas.

(BonsolidateclSRoofincj

dr ^Atanufacturin^

&ompany
NEW BERN, N. C.

Everything in Sheet

Metal Work
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QUALITY HEADQUARTERS

If its QUALITY goods you're

after then you should see our

line of HARDWARE and

BUILDERS' supplies before

you purchase. YALE LOCKS,

B. P. S. PAINTS, BUCKS

STOVES & RANGES, PITTS-

BURGH PERFECT FENCING,

WISS SCISSORS and SHEARS

and in fact everything first

class in Hardware, Builders'

Supplies and Service.

J. S. BASNIGHT HARDWARE
PHONE 99 67 s FRONT gT

FURNITURE! FURNITURE!
Our Stock of FURNITURE and HOME FUR-
NISHINGS is one of the largest in the State,

which enables us to supply your wants quickly.
Styles and Quality unsurpassed.

J. S. MILLER FURNITURE CO.
"The Home Furnishers"

NEW BERN and MOREHEAD CITY

Ask Your Dealer For

JACK RABBIT SHOES

Made for the Whole

Family





THE DEPOT FOR HARDWARE
AGENTS FOR

B. F. Avery & Son

Farming Implements

Excelsior Cook Stoves and Ranges

Stag Semi-Paste Paint

Nails, Lime, Cement, Sash

and Doors

Cutler-Blades

Hardware Company
NEW BERN, N. C.

HOLLISTER & COX

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL

COAL DEALERS

16 Craven Street

Phone 34

NEW BERN, - - - N. C.

E. K. BISHOP & CO., INC.

NEW BERN, N. C.

Exclusive Wholesale Grocers

A few of our Specialties:

TOWN TALK FLOUR
SKYLARK SELF-RISING FLOUR
U. M. O. LOADED SHELLS
KARO CORN SYRUP
WHITE HOUSE PURE APPLE VINEGAR
SALT OF ALL KINDS

WE RESPECTFULLY SOLICIT YOUR PATRONAGE
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RHODES & UNDERWOOD

New Bern and Wilmington, N. C.

We are General Contractors

and make a specialty of high

class work and modern con-

struction.

Estimates on all classes of

work cheerfully furnished.

E. W. Smallwood
GENERAL HARDWARE, SASH,

DOORS, BLINDS, CEMENT.

Agents for

American Field Fence and

Devoe's Pure Mixed Paint.

(Under Gaston Hotel)

NEW BERN, - - N. C.

A Rich Man and a Poor Man
The difference between a rich man and a poor

man, generally is, one saved and the other

did not. No matter how much you earn, you
will never be wealthy or independent if you
spend it all.

Spare time and spare money are

The Poor Man's Capital

Invest your spare time in self-improvement

and deposit your spare money in our Bank.

CITIZENS SAVINGS BANK &
TRUST COMPANY

65 Pollock Street, NEW BERN, N. C.
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ROYALL & BORDEN
FURNITURE

Established 1885

Let Us Furnish the Home to be—

Thirty years experience gives us advantages
in selecting, in purchasing and in general
information.
We make a specialty of Church Carpets,

having a special expert for making and laying
them.

Give us an opportunity to serve you when
you need Furniture and Carpets for home,
church, hotel or institution.
An inquiry will be promptly answered by

letter or representative.

ROYALL & BORDEN
GOLDSBORO, N. C.

FOR FIFTY YEARS

the foremost merchants in this section, we are

ever striving to improve our standards and

increase our usefulness.

We are glad to serve our old friends, and just

as anxious to make new ones.

Whenever you are in Goldsboro for however

short a time, come and see us.

H. WEIL & BROS.

RACKLEY PIANO COMPANY
HIGH GRADE GRAND AND UPRIGHT PIANOS

PLAYER PIANOS

SHEET MUSIC AND PLAYER ROLLS
EVERYTHING IN MUSIC

SOLE AGENTS:
Bush & Gerts, Packard, Cable-Nelson, Bond

Doll & Sons, Stodart, Carl Fischer,

F. Radle, Brambach
Pianos

Miller, Putnam, Carpenter—Organs

PHONOGRAPHS OF ALL MAKES

RACKLEY PIANO COMPANY
GOLDSBORO, N. C.
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THE EDUCATION OF CHARACTER

ACQUIRED BY THE HABIT OF SYSTEMATIC SAV-

ING IS PROBABLY MORE IMPORTANT THAN

ANY EDUCATION, WHICH MAY BE ACQUIRED

PROM BOOKS.—THINK IT OVER.

The WAYNE NATIONAL BANK of

Goldsboro,

Has a well organized SAVINGS DEPARTMENT, and is

an excellent medium for SYSTEMATIC SAVING.

We pay four per cent, per annum, on Savings Deposits,

Compounded Quarterly, and give to depositors nearly a

MILLION DOLLARS of SECURITY. Begin the battle of

life in the RIGHT WAY. Open a SAVINGS ACCOUNT

with us, and add to it systematically. You will never

regret it.

THE WAYNE NATIONAL BANK

"The Million Dollar Bank"

GOLDSBORO, N. C.
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